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Strapping Down, Busting Out 


~This is a work of fiction | do not state or imply that these events took place. It is intended for your reading 


pleasure only and is not meant to disrespect or impeach the members of Megadeth.~ 


Author's note: This is a little cheesy at the begining, but | promise itll get better. 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


| don't know why | even bother. 


| look down a long line of musicians, posers, and wanna-be's and let a heavy sigh. I've got one more guy in front 
of me before | audition for the bassist slot in the second best heavy metal band in the world. More than likely, 
they won't even let me get a note out before they'll double check my bio and then stop to ask me if I'm a girl. 
| have learned to leave that box unchecked. If it's fill in the blank, where it asks ‘sex’? | just put ‘yes’. 


"Tim Jones?" 


| wish the guy next to me good luck before he picks up his axe and trods through the studio door. Pressing 
my head into my hands, my hair falls along both sides of my face. | didn't put on any make-up this morning. 
No need to advertise my feminine attributes. l'm hoping no one will notice the subtle curve of my hips under 


this t-shirt. 

On a good day, | can pass for Ellefson himself during the "Countdown to Extinction’ era. My hair is caramel 
colored and falls to the middle of my back in loose waves. | have the same Fender jazz style bass that he does 
and | can play every goddamned lick on every goddamned album he's played on. Well, I'm pretty sure | can. | 
learned how to play bass from copying him. | listened and mimicked. Maybe | should have invested in the tabs 
and double checked before | came down here to audition for Megadeth. 


The door swings open and Tim Jones comes out shaking his head. He shoots me a disappointed look and walks by 
dragging his guitar case behind him. 


"Bobby Ellison?" 

That's me. l'm up, legs trembling, fingers twitching. Man, | hope | don't fuck this up. 

"Good luck" 

| nod and walk through the door. The first thing | see is a drum kit, high-gloss-black, Tama heads. 
Menza. 

Shit. 


There's already a Marshall stack for me to plug into and a few empty mic stands. | lay my case down on the 


drum riser and pull my rig out. 

"Bobby Ellison?" 

| turn my face to the side to see a long table with four men sitting behind it. 

Oh, shit. 

Immediately | see the flaming red hair. No doubt who that is. Then | see a thinner, less hairy Menza- another 
guy next to him that I've never seen before with long curly brown hair and deep set eyes. No, its not Marty 
Friedman, He does look vaguely familiar though. On the other side of Mustaine is another guy I've never seen 
before but this one is clean cut. 


| press my hand to my stomach. | think | feel my breakfast coming up. 


"We'd like you to run through ‘Holy Wars’. Is that alright?" 


| nod my head. Of course they want to do that one, it's a bitch. Weed out the posers right away. 


| sling my strap over my head and plug in, causing a screech of feedback. I'd apologize but | don't want them to 


hear my she-she-foo-foo voice. A click-track starts. 
"On the third count." 
| nod again. 


Closing my eyes, | try to pretend I'm somewhere else; my rehearsal space, my garage, my bedroom. l'm just 


playing to a record, | tell myself, but my fingers cramp just holding the pick. Fuck 

| jump in behind the guitar intro, swinging back and forth. | think | have about thirty seconds of licks out and 
no one has stopped me. Cool. The baggy t-shirt, jeans and athletic bra must have thrown them off. | get a 
little more comfortable as the vocals come in. | can sing and play at the same time. | play better that way. | 
do both in my band, but I'm willing to give up singing for this. Shit, who wouldn't? 

When the music stops, | open my eyes. 

"Do a solo," Mustaine mumbles, tapping a pen on the table. 

Funny thing, | can actually play an arpeggio on my bass. Most people are impressed by this. | do a rumble 
down, a rumble up, and then hook two arpeggios to the end. | stop and look and they're just staring at me. 


They seem less than awed. 


'It says here you play bass and sing for a band called ‘Wicked Antics’, Mustaine says, snapping a sheet of 


paper out in front of him. 
| nod. 
Then Merza chimes in. "I saw that band once, but the singer was a chick Did you replace her?" 


Shit. | don't know what to do now. Oh fuck it. Even if | make it to the finals, like they aren't going to cut me 


when they finally realize I'm a girl. 


| pull the bass over my head and walk up to the table. As | get closer, Mustaine slouches back in his chair and 
tosses his pen out in front of him. He presses his fingers into his eyes and starts laughing. 


"Fucking, kick ass," Menza chuckles, slapping his hand down on the table. 


The unnamed long-hair nudges him with an elbow, "Dude, don't cuss in front of the little lady" 


"I'm no lady," | finally speak up, pushing my hands to my hips. 
"So you are that chick from ‘Wicked Antics’. You play a mean bass." 

"Tharks:’ 

My eyes shift to Mustaine, who now has his hands crossed over his chest, head tilted to the side. 

"Look, you play good and all, but we can't have a chick in the band. That's all there is to it" 

"Why?" 

"| don't have to give you a reason why. | just dont want a girl in my band. This is Megadeth, not Megamuff 
That comment gets the long-hair and Menza laughing, 


"Wow, I've heard a lot of bad things about you, Mr. Mustaine, but you being a misogynist was not one of 
them." 


‘lm not a misogynist. | don't just hate women, | hate men too." 


"Then what's the problem? You saw me play. | can play any song you want, even ‘Peace Sells' without a 


stutter." 


Menza leans into him. "She was pretty damn good when | saw her on stage. She's got chops. I'd say she's just 


as good as Ellefson" 


Mustaine rolls his eyes and sits up in his chair. | hear him push out a heavy breath and turn to the clean-cut 


guy: 

"She's the best we've seen so far," the guy says before Mustaine can get his comment out. 

"Yeah, but we aren't talking about Lillith-fair, we're talking about a real tour on real buses with real men." 
"And?" | smirk. 

"Have you ever been on a nine month tour before?" 

Hesitantly, | reply, "Uh, sure." 

| actually haven't been on a tour at all. You could say I've been on a mini-tour, my band crammed into a van 


for a week during spring break. | was okay. Sure, three people wedged onto a twin-size mattress wasn't much 


fun, but this is Megadeth. Certainly I'll at least have my own bunk on the tour bus, right? 


Mustaine thumps his elbows down in front of him. "We would have to finance an extra hotel room-" 
"No, | can share a room just like everyone else." 

"We'd have to use the showers in shifts...” 

"| don't mind going after everyone else. Shit, | can just sponge off in a sink" 


There's silence for awhile. I'm trying to find more selling points for myself and Mustaine is trying to find more 


reasons not to buy. 

"Look, we've got at least thirty more musicians to audition We've got your number. We'll call you." 

| wonder if that's like when you have a one-night-stand and the guy is sheepishly trying to get out your front 
door, and the only thing he can think to say is, "I'll call you." | don't know who I'm kidding. l'm getting the brush 
off. 

"We appreciate you coming down" 


"Yeah, sure." 


| pack up my guitar and head out. | hear some footsteps coming up behind me. When | prop open the door, 


someone catches it. 

"Bobby, I'll see if | can work on him, okay?" 

Turning, | find Menza holding the knob, smiling underneath his moustache. 
"Why?" 


I'm impressed with your playing. You should have done that solo you do during your shows. That would have 


kicked Dave's teeth in" 

| chuckle, "How many times have you seen me play?" 

Menza's eyes squint and he looks around. "Five or six times, maybe." 

"Well, we're playing tomorrow night at Sneakers. Come out if you want, but this time, say hello. Alll right?" 
"Sure. I'll see if | can get Dave to come with me. | think once he sees you on a stage, he'll come around" 


| put my hand out and shake Menza's hand. He holds it for a minute and then | hear something like the tail end 


of Megadeth's "Paranoid" cover. 
"Nick, Nick, Nicki!" 
"Tomorrow night," he smiles. 


"Tomorrow." 


Of course, | never get a call. | even wait around the house all day just to make sure. My phone doesn't ring, 


not even once. 
"Fucking bastard," | sigh. 


At five o'clock, | can't wait any longer. | have to get ready for sound check. | don't see any reason for 
strapping down my breasts tonight. Menza might show up, but l'm certain Mustaine has blown me off. | put on 
my black leather hipsters, a black tank top that zips up the front and my motorcycle boots. 


Before the show, | have a few drinks. | think I'll toast Metallica and do a shot of Jaeger while I'm at it. By the 
time the lights go up, | couldn't give a shit that | never found Menza in the crowd. | just crank my amp to 
eleven and pound it. 


"So, who here has heard of the band, Megadeth?" | ask the crowd, sloshing to the side. The crowd yells in 
response. | scoff, "Eh, they're alright. But hows about we Kill the King, huh?" 


With that, Kyle, my guitar player starts the beginning riff. | stomp my boot in time, swinging my hair around 
me like an airplane propeller. Rushing up to the mic, | catch the opening verse just in time. The crowd is 


bouncing in front of me as | sing. | think we do this better than Deth. 
"Kill the king, the king is dead, long live the king, | AM THE KING!" | scream. 
That's when | notice a few heads in the back that aren't bouncing. 


"God save the king!" 


Kyle does the weird incoherent rambling of lyrics before the solos. | peer out into the crowd and notice a shot 
of red when the white spotlight twirls around. It's smoky. It could be anyone. When the song ends | yell at my 
drummer, Joey to start "Sweating Bullets". After a few clicks of his sticks, the sweat begins. | like this song 
the best. | get to rumble my strings the whole way through. | don't miss a beat, even while I'm singing. Who 
says it's no good to play drunk? 


"Hello me, meet the real me!" 


| sneer a little and furrow my brow as | sing. Then | notice Menza right underneath me, with his hands crossed 


over his chest, chewing gum, a twinkle in his brown eyes. 

"Menza!" | yell during the guitar solo. 

He starts laughing. | stare at him as | start singing again 

"Well, me, it's nice talking to myself. A credit to dementia!" 

Kyle bends over me and yells into my ear. Some of it is caught by the microphone. "Dave Mustaine is here!" 
| look around and to the left of the stage is the long-haired brunette from yesterday and to his side is 
Mustaine. By the look on his face, he doesn't seem too pleased that I'm mocking him up here. Hey, | can't stop 
now. 

"My icy fingers claw your back. Here | come again!" 

Menza walks off and disappears around the PA. When the song's over | hear a huge round of applause. 
"Cool, you like that huh?" 

Kyle nudges me and | turn to see Menza is now behind the drum kit. Joey hands him the sticks. 


“Symphony of Destruction," he calls out. 


| walk up to him as my guitarist pulls his strap over his head. Turning, | see Mustaine take the Stratocaster 


from him. | start coughing. 

"Are we going to do it or what?" he hisses at me. 

All| can do is smile. 

Mustaine tunes a little bit and then nods at Menza, who in turn winks at me. 

"Fuck yeah!" | yell, breaking into it with him. 

Instantly l'm linked to Nick. We're feeding off each other like Siamese twins joined at the stomach and Mustaine 
is skating his notes over us on thin, sharp blades. | don't even take my eyes off the flailing arms and dark hair. 


| just thump along feeling blissfully happy. 


"Just like the pied piper- led rats through the streets- dance like marionettes- swaying to the symphony-to 
the symphony of destruction" 


Instinctively we roll into "Hangar Eighteen’ after that. The crowd is going wild. Kyle and Joey watch me from 
the side of the stage in disbelief. | never told them | went to try out for Megadeth. | guess that secret is out 
of the bag. 


When Mustaine takes the solo, | feel his back touch mine. | lean against him, pushing my head to his. Menza's 
still smiling. He hasn't stopped since he started playing and neither have |. On the second solo, Mustaine and | 
disconnect and begin playing side by side, our heads bobbing in time. | notice a few flashes of light. Thank 
fucking god someone is taking pictures of this. 

"One more," | smile. 

Mustaine squints and shakes his head. 

"Oh, c'mon! ‘Peace Sells'?" 

Again he shakes his head and then hands the Strat back to Kyle. Menza wedges out from behind the drum kit 
and hugs me real quick, knocking me off balance. He laughs, steadies me back up, and jumps off the stage. Then 
the three musicians disappear into a mixture of faces, gel lights, and smoke. 


"Are you guys leaving?" | call out over the mic. 


One single hand raises, waves and fades away. 


The Rehearsal 


~This is a work of fiction | do not state or imply that these events took place. It is intended for your reading 
pleasure only and is not meant to disrespect or impeach the members of Megadeth.~ Also, Billy White is not 
my property either. His minor role is also fictional and my including him here is not meant to disrespect him. 


He should be happy someone even remembers him.. 


NNN NNNNN NNN NNNNNNN NNN NNN 


On Monday, | skip work to meet the guys at the rehearsal complex. It's really nice. From the street it looks like 
a huge, cream painted warehouse. No windows, no signs. | think I've driven past this a million times and never 
had a clue what it was. Unfortunately, you have to swipe a card at the door to get in Since | don't have one, 
Menza is waiting outside for me. 

"Did you have trouble finding it?" he asks, trying to take my guitar case from me. 

"I can carry my own rig, Nick, and | can find my way around town. l'm not stupid, you know." 

He chuckles and rubs the stubble on his chin "You sure are feisty, aren't you?" 

"What would you expect from a girl who wants to play for Megadeth?" 

Nodding, he pulls a white plastic card from his back jean pocket and slides it through a reader. "Yeah, well tone 
that down a bit or you and Dave are gonna-" He turns to me and knocks his fists into each other. "-butt 


heads." 


Menza pulls open the glass door to let me through. We stand in a long hall that has one door to the right and 
two rolling garage-type doors on the left. 


"I just don't want everyone treating me like a fragile flower. Its taken me almost three years to get Kyle and 


Joey to stop doing that." 


Walking in front of me, he says, "I think you proved yourself the other night. | can't tell you how good it was 
to sit in the car and tell Dave, ‘I told you sot" 


| stop in my tracks. "So, am | in the band now, or what?" 


Menza turns and scoots closer to me. "It's not official, and actually, they're still auditioning more bass players, 


but..." 
"But what?" 


"Dave has been talking with his lawyers about drawing up a contract for a female band member.” 


My head pops back on my neck. "How can you tell it's for a female band member?" 


Nick shuffles his feet and chuckles, "He's been asking a lot of questions about what's construed as sexual 


harassment and what kind of special considerations we have to give you." 

"| don't need any special considerations. Just treat me like you did Ellefson" 

Okay, l'Il go stir a bunch of chocolate ex-lax into your soy milk right away." 

"You did that to Ellefson?" | laugh. 

Nick's eyebrows rise. Then we hear a few sputtering guitar sounds from behind the door. 
"C'mon, Junior Jr., we don't keep the General waiting around here." 

He slides his card through another reader and then pops the door open. 


"Jesus, | should have figured you would be late," Mustaine grumbles twisting a tuning key on the headstock of 
his flying V. "Just like a chick" 


Looking down at my watch, | scoff, "I'm two minutes late." 


"Two minutes is two minutes we could have been practicing. You fucked up part of Symphony the other night. 


If you were Junior, | would have decked you.” 
| hear a shot of laughter behind me and a guitar go "wah wah wah." 


"So, just who in the hell are you?" | turn, asking the unnamed longhair. "You look familiar but | don't know your 


name. 
"Billy." 
"Shit, Billy and Bob," mutters Mustaine, shaking his head. "We sound like a fucking country band." 


| hold up my finger, open my mouth to remind him my name is Bobby, not Bob, but he flicks a guitar pick at 
me, hitting me in the chest. 


"Shit, sorry. | was aiming for your head. That's not sexual harassment, is it?! Mustaine asks, turning to Menza, 


who's positioning himself on his drum stool. He shrugs and twirls a stick in the air. 


| shake my head, "No, sexual harassment is when you talk about the shape of my ass or tits or something. 


Popping me with a pick is not sexual harassment." 


In the corner opposite the set up of instruments is a beige sectional couch and a large, square shaped coffee 
table. | set my case down on that and flip the top up. 


"Any fucking day now...” 

Wow, now | know why he's so difficult to work with. Shit. 

Quickly | put my bass on and get to the right of Mustaine. He eyes me sideways, squinting. 

"This is where l'm supposed to be, right?" 

He doesn't answer; instead he starts the intro to “Train of Consequences". I'm thumping the bottom end, 
minding my merry little business, singing along; not loud, just sort of singing under my breath. Then Billy 
staggers over soloing, his guitar sticking straight up in the air, so | match his stance, working my way towards 
him, behind Mustaine. Suddenly, the music stops. 

“This ain't fucking Warrant, so stop with that stupid choreographed shit." 

| alternate looking at the three of them, mouth dropped open. Menza holds back a chuckle. 


"Me?" | ask. 


"Yes, you and if you pop your guitar around your shoulder like those putzes from Cinderella, I'll send you back 


to your mother in a heart beat." 


Billy snickers just before Mustaine snaps his head to him. "And you, don't do any of that stupid shit you did 


when you were in Dokken or I'll send your ass packing back to Texas." 
That's when | start laughing. "You were in Dokken?" 
Billy glares his brown eyes at me, lip inching up on the side. | notice he has a little cleft in his chin 


"Oh, wait a minute," | choke out. "You weren't in Dokken, you were in the DON Dokken BAND!" 


"Yeah, well, | was also in Watchtower. You've heard of that band, right? Or were you listening to the New Kids 
on the Block then?" 


"No, I've heard of Watchtower..Energetic Disassembly is a kick ass album. Doug Keyser was pretty innovative. | 


always thought for sure he would take Cliff Burton's place in Metallica." 


That's when Menza's eyes get big. | lift my chin at him, not understanding. He squints and shakes his head. | 
turn to Mustaine. His eyes are shifted up; his tongue is pressed to the side of his cheek Oops, | guess | can't 


say the "M" word. 

"Sorry," | whisper. 

"Can we fucking practice now or are we all just going to chat like this is Top of the Pops?" 

| shift my guitar strap and pull some hair out from underneath it. Billy turns forward and taps a foot pedal. 

"Okay, let's start at the top again..Train of Consequences.” 

| think we play every single Megadeth song, even some old ones | didn't think Dave played anymore like "Mary 
Jane". | forgot how much | loved that damn song. | was in junior high when that came out. Unfortunately we 

also do some less than cool ones like "Insomnia". Man, | hoped he had swept that whole "Risk" thing under the 
carpet. No luck. 

"Take this home with you," Mustaine says, tossing me a CD. 

"What is it?" 

"The new material. Don't dupe it or let anyone else hear it. Got it?" 

"Sure. Top secret. | got it.” 

| flip the case open and in black marker, it reads "The System has Failed". 

"| guess you can expect those legal papers," Nick says, following me out into the parking lot. 

"Huh?" 

"He gave you the disc. You're in the band." 

Ecstatic, | start jumping up and down. | can't help but go right into Nick's arms. 

‘Hey! 


| pull away and look to Mustaine who's getting into his car. "Practice tomorrow at two o'clock. This time, get 


here early. Got it?" 
"Got it!" | smile in return. 


"And don't get into the habit of squealing like a teenage girl. We can't have that shit around here. Be meon.. 
don't smile..and if you laugh, it should be ominous and wicked, not any of that giggling shit” 


"Oh, okay." 
| look at Menza and he shakes his head laughing. "He's kidding, Bob." 
‘Its Bobby, not Bob." 


Mustaine's car reverses up alongside us. "Go home and get some rest, Nick | want you fresh tomorrow. Same 


goes for you, Bob." 


We watch as he pulls away. Then Menza laughs, "Not anymore it isnt" 


The Trouble with Booby 


~This is a work of fiction | do not state or imply that these events took place. It is intended for your reading 
pleasure only and is not meant to disrespect or impeach the members of Megadeth.~ Also, Billy White is not 
my property either. His minor role is also fictional and my including him here is not meant to disrespect him. 


He should be happy someone even remembers him.. 

| sign my name..then sign it again..and then again..and again.. 

"This is worse than buying a house," | sigh, pulling up another page to sign "I feel like I'm signing my life away." 
"Yeah, well, you are. You're signing your life over to Megadeth." 


| look up from a stack of papers that is so large that its actually in two stacks, and give Mustaine the evil 
eye. He doesn't hesitate to shoot it right back. | sign the last page and then Menza pats me on the back. 


"You are now an official member of the best heavy metal band in existence." 


"Great. Did | just sign over my first born too? Because | thought | saw something in there about my offspring 
being the rightful property of Mustaine's for sacrificial purposes." 


The band's lawyer is at the far end of the conference table; a table that is longer than my house, and 
probably costs as much too. 


"No, Miss Ellison. | promise all the legalities are well within the scope of normal music industry business 
protocol. You won't have to forfeit your offspring, so long as you do not produce any while under the 


management contract that you just signed." 


My eyes shoot around the conference room in confusion. | didn't think they would go that far in controlling my 
life. Why would they even think about that? 


"Don't get knocked up," Mustaine smirks. 
"| don't plan on it." 
"Yeah, well, I'm sure most people don't plan on it, but just remember, you come up pregnant, you're out" 


Part of me wants to ask if everyone is under this same obligation or if | am the only one since | am female. 


There's no point in asking. | know what the answer is. 


"Let's make a toast," Menza smiles, popping the cork off a bottle of champagne. 

| take an empty flute from the desk and hold it out for filling. "Great idea, | need a drink" 
Together the three of us stand in a circle and hold our glasses up. 

"To Bob, a kick ass bass player," Menza grins. 

"To Bob," Mustaine mumbles. 

| smile and clink my glass to each of theirs, "To me." 

Then Menza adds, "And to having a much better ass to look at during the tour.” 
Mustaine lowers his glass. "Shut up, Nick" 


"What? Are you kidding me?" he laughs. "Do you know what it's like to sit in the back for two hours each night 


and really only see three men's butts? It sucks." 
| chuckle and then down my champagre. Nick follows suit and then Mustaine hesitantly drinks his. 
"That calls for another," | say, snatching the bottle for a refill 


"You do know that you just signed a paper stating you wouldn't consume alcoholic beverages in my presence, 


right?" 

Nick and | stare open-mouthed at Mustaine. 

"The next time either of you do, you're out of the band." 
Then | look at the bottle. 

"Hold up. This says its non-alcoholic champagne." 

"Yeah well, I'm just saying so you know." 


| look at Nick and we roll our eyes. 


A couple of days later, | go for my first Megadeth photo shoot. I'm stoked because the photographer is none 
other than Ross Halfin. I've seen his name more than | can remember credited down the side of photos of 


Metallica, Aerosmith and many other of my idols. 

As we walk into the photographer's studio, immediately I'm whisked into make-up. A very beautiful Asian girl 
moves a make-up sponge over my face, lines my eyes with charcoal, and makes my hair scrunched and wavy. 
| look kind of gothic, kind of sexy. | like it. Down the conveyor belt to wardrobe, I'm dressed in black parachute 
pants and a black nylon long-sleeve shirt. It's completely see-thru except for the tank top I'm wearing 
underneath. Just when I'm about to relax, another Asian beauty comes up to me with a pair of scissors and 
cuts the fabric covering my stomach away. | turn to Nick who's sitting in a chair next to me as he starts 
laughing. 

"What's so funny?" | hiss. 

He shakes his head, pissing off the little girl who's trimming up his goatee. 

"Oh, Jesus Christ!" | turn to see Mustaine at the door, hands on his hips. "What the hell did they do to you?" 
My thumb hooks to my chest. "Me?" 

Ross walks up behind him, holding a Polaroid camera. "Is there a problem, Dave?" 


"Your girls have turned Bob into Britney Spears!" 


Ross's overly-tanned face make his eyes look like they're bulging out and then they kind of do. "Really? You 
don't fancy what Kyoko's done? | think Bobby looks great..very modern..very edgy-" 


"Very pop-tart," Mustaine interjects. "Very on-the-corner street hooker.” 
That comment makes my eyes pop out. "Gee, thanks." 
"Change," he grumbles, edging past me. 


| look to Kyoko and she pulls me back into wardrobe. This time | come out in black jeans and a tight black t- 
shirt with "BITCH" printed across my bosom in red. 


"Is that better?" | ask, holding my arms out. 
"Eh, do you have to look so much like a girl?" 


"What? Do you want me to strap down my breasts again?" | whine, crushing my hands over the swell in my t- 


shirt. "Maybe | should go push a sock in my crotch while I'm at it” 


Billy snickers from his chair by the Hollywood-lighted make-up mirror. 


‘Or maybe | can borrow Bill's cucumber." 

That shuts him up, except for a huff when he twirls his chair around. But Mustaine chuckles despite himself. 
“All right then. Shall we get started?" Ross jabbers in his smart little English accent: 

| follow behind him down a hall and through a door that leads into the studio. There's a white back drop 
cornered by two sets of white lights with umbrellas attached to them. Ross walks up to a tripod and bends his 
head to look in the viewfinder of his box camera. 

"Okay, what | want to do first is get a few shots of just the guitarists." 

Billy and Mustaine stand next to each other and stare blankly at the camera. 


"Um, guys," Ross pipes, "can you scoot a little closer? Yeah that's it" 


| hear the sound of a pop and the lights flash. Dave and Billy kind of shift a little, but it's not enough for Ross. 


He storms up and starts fussing with their arms and their hair. 


"You two are worse than those shmucks from Puddle of Mudd. Please..please show me some personality before 


| nod off." 
Billy looks like someone just yanked a rug out from underneath him. Mustaine seems un-phased. 


Fine, if you guys won't get excited, then | will" Ross turns to me, grabs a hold of my elbow and flings me onto 
the white papered floor. "Maybe a little estrogen will turn this up a notch... Bobby, put your left hand on your 
hip and rest the other one on Dave's shoulder. Billy, get behind her and do the same thing. We'll make a bass 


player sandwich." 

"Shit, where do | fit in?" Menza smirks. 

Ross looks over his shoulder and smiles, "All in good time, my friend. All in good time." 

From there, we're positioned in pose after pose of me putting my hands on Mustaine and his on me, along with 
Billy's. | don't really want to admit it, but its got me feeling warm in my privates. One pose has me pressed 
chest to chest with Dave and Billy's snug up behind me, his arm around my neck. The amount of guy smell 
enveloping me right now has me breathing hard. Menza has decided to sit Indian style on the floor, his elbows 
digging into his thighs. 

"Okay, Nicky, get in there," Ross winks. 


From there, we do variations of the same poses we already did only now Nick is the one behind me, and Billy is 
behind Dave. We're made to stand in a reverse V formation Then Nick tugs on my hair. 


"Okay, Menza. Cut it out," | whisper through gritting teeth as another flash goes off. 


He does it again, and then again. Without blinking, | reach back and squeeze his crotch, causing him to retract 


and cough. 
Pop goes another flash of light. 

"Shit, Bob, don't be so rough," he chucks, barely audible. 

| smirk a little. "Yeah, well | gotta keep you in line somehow" 

"It figures that Bob's going to be dragging you around by the balls. 

Nick eyes Dave as everyone starts to laugh. Then Ross snaps another picture. 


"Okay, we were going to do that promo thing, right?" the English accent widdles out from behind the camera. | 


can't see Ross anymore since now | can only see white spots from the flash. 
"Yeah," mutters Mustaine. "Bill, get those guitars in the corner over there." 


When he comes back, he hands Mustaine a fire-burst ESP DVB guitar, props an ESP Viper up against Nick 
who's still cupping his groin, and then hands me a limited series DF 404 bass. 


"What's this?" | ask, holding it out by the neck 

"Oh shit, if you don't know what that is by now, we better get another bassist" 
"No..Mustaine..what am | supposed to do with this?" 

"Uh.Duh, play it” He squints at me for a while and then adds, "It's yours. You don't want it?" 

"This is mine?" 

"That's what | just said, isn't it?" 

"Why?" 

"Because my buds at ESP want you to play it on the tour. It was part of the contract, remember?" 


"So not only are you controlling my reproductive activities and my consumption of alcoholic beverages, you 


want to control what equipment | use too?" 


"You don't have to play it on every song, just a couple. Jesus, | would think you'd be happy to get a thousand 


dollar bass for free." 
"Uh, Dave," | grumble, shifting an eye his way. "We got a problem here." 
"Fucking Al What now?" 


| hold the neck under his nose. In pearl inlay it reads: Booby Ellison 


Laxatives and Cheap Lingerie 


~This is a work of fiction | do not state or imply that these events took place. It is intended for your reading 
pleasure only and is not meant to disrespect or impeach the members of Megadeth.~ Also, Billy White is not 
my property either. His minor role is also fictional and my including him here is not meant to disrespect him. 


He should be happy someone even remembers him.. 
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Seven o'clock Monday morning, | hear what sounds like a small aircraft pulling up in front of my house. | yank 
down a dusty louver on my mini-blinds to see the new sun peeking over a jagged line of silhouetted houses and 
apartment buildings. Then a gigantic mass of chrome and black shoves the morning sunshine aside and casts an 


ominous shadow over my front lawn. 
The Megadeth tour bus is here. 


| hear the "ptsssssss" of the parking brake being set and the cranking of the side door popping open. Then out 
comes Menza, shuffling along with his auburn waves billowing behind him. He's wearing sunglasses even though 
there's barely enough light to make the birds sing, and he's paired a long-sleeve hooded sweatshirt up with 
baggy denim shorts. Okay. 


As he makes his way up my front steps, he catches me in the window and waves for me to come out. 

"You all set to go?" he asks, chomping on some gum. 

"Yep." 

Now | wish | had never made a stink about him helping me. | have to drag my extra large suitcase, thankfully 
its on wheels, while lugging three over-stuffed garment bags and one duffle over my shoulders. I'm sure we 
look like a funny pair. Nick takes a few quick steps, stops so | can catch up, then takes a few more, stops, 


goes, stops, goes, while | draaaaagggg my ass along. 


When we get to the curb, a stocky bearded man, who looks like he should be riding a Harley at Sturgis, is 
waiting by a propped up panel on the bus's side. With little more than a huff, he tosses my stuff in. 


"Fabric suitcases..bad," he mutters underneath a handle-bar moustache. "Should have packed a trunk." 
| shift my eyes to Nick and he shrugs. 
Bounding up the steps into the bus, | spot Billy sitting at a table, a bottle of Arizona green tea stuck into a cup 


holder, typing at a lap-top computer. To my right is Mustaine, stretched out on a couch, reading Hilter's "Mein 
Kampf". He peers at me over the book and shakes his head 


"What?" | moan, dropping my duffle at my feet. 

"Better get a pillow if you plan on sleeping any." 

"Shit" 

| bounce back down the steps and start up the hill to my door. 

"Fucking hurry your ass up!" | hear from behind me. 

So | pretend to jog a little and dash back into my house. When | get back on the bus, Nick is sitting on the 
other side of the booth, opposite Billy. Since Mustaine is taking up the entire couch, | sit in the jump seat up 
front. 

"Hi," | smile nervously at the driver. 

| don't know why everyone is wearing sunglasses, but it's pissing me off. | can't tell if this guy is looking at me 
like he wants to toss me out the door or if he wants to tie me to the back of his hog and call me his 
sweetheart. 

With a nod, the driver grinds the stick shift into gear and the bus lunges forward. | figure | should just keep 
my road-virgin mouth shut for awhile. | don't want to tip everyone off to the fact that I've never done this 
before. We drive for about thirty minutes before we pull into a Wal-mart. 


"What, is this the first stop on our itinerary?" 


Nick leans in, resting his elbow on the back of my seat. "Nope, just a last chance stop for shopping before the 


long drive." 
"| don't need anything," | say, shaking my head. 


"Yeah well, you better make sure you have all your tampons and Midol and all that other chic shit," Mustaine 


mutters. 

| swivel my seat around and squint my eyes at him, which he swiftly returns with an arched eyebrow. 
The driver parks in the very back of the lot and slides the handle to make the door pop open 

"C'mon," Nick says, yanking on my pony-tail. 


After walking for ten minutes, Nick and | finally make it into the store. An old man wearing a blue vest 


welcomes us while Nick grabs a basket. 


"You want to sit up here?" he smiles, patting on the child seat. 
"No thanks, | can walk." 


We systematically go down each isle, picking up this and that. While in the pharmacy, Nick grabs a bottle of 
Metamucil and a box of Ex-lax. 


"What's that for?" | ask, feeling my brow pull in "You better not-" 


"No," Nick retorts. "I'm not going to spike your drink or anything. This is just to make sure | stay regular on 
the road. There's nothing like tour constipation" 


My head pulls back on my neck and then | start to snicker. 


"Go ahead and laugh," he mutters, shaking his head, "but it hits everyone and you don't want to have to go 


unexpectedly... There's only number one on the bus. No number two. 

| cross my arms over my chest and cock a leg out 

"Im not kidding, Bob. You can believe me or not, but in a few days you're going to know I'm telling the truth: 
"Yeah, well my bowels are just fine” 

‘Suit yourself" 

From there we go down the feminine products isle. 

"| dont need anything!" | hiss, trying to get Nick to bypass this to the shampoo isle. 


He just glares at me and keeps going. When we get to the end, he picks up two industrial size boxes of 


condoms. 

"Confident, aren't you?" | snicker. 

‘One for you, and one for me." 

"Eww, well, | doubt I'm going to be needing those. I'm pretty choosy." 
He shakes his head and moves on. 


When we get down to the men's clothing department, Nick grabs a few packages of socks and then a few 


packages of underwear. 


"Did you not pack anything? Or are you just going to buy everything now?" 


Nick leans against the cart, his arms folded and resting on the push bar. "I guess you've never lost your 


luggage on tour," he squints, chewing his gum like a grazing cow. "Underwear is always the first thing to go." 
Okay, now that sounds logical. 


From there we promptly go to the Ladies’ lingerie department so | can get a few extra things. | prefer more 


high quality undergarments, but | doubt the driver would take me to the mall 
As | make my way down the isle, | hear Nick chuckling behind me. 


"Cool," he grins, holding up a pair of panties with a black cat face on the crotch. When he twirls them around, 
the back is printed with "Here Kitty, Kitty". 


"Yeah, you would look good in those," | smirk, fumbling with a package of plain cotton thongs. 
Nick starts flipping through the rack. 

"Are you looking for your size?" | chuckle. 

"Nope. I'm looking for yours." 

| shake my head and get a package of boy-cut briefs. 

'| bet you're a size six." 

"No, Nick. | don't want them. Put them back." 


He walks over to me, takes a package from my hands, and taps a finger on the size label. "Okay, so you're a 


five" Then he goes back to the rack, finds my size and then drops them into the basket 
"No, Nick," | say, taking them back out and placing them on the rod. 

"Yes, Bob," he replies, dropping them back into the basket 

"Nick.NO. "Tink" the hanger taps as it hits the rack. 

"Bob..YES" "Click" the garment drops into the basket. 

"Nick!" 


"lIl buy them, geez!" 


"IF you think I'm going to model them for you-" 

"No, they're cool. | just want you to have them." 

"Whatever, Nick" 

As we leave that department, | spy a camouflage bra trimmed with military green lace. 

"Okay, and maybe this," | mutter as Nick starts to smile. "And this," | say, taking the matching thong. 


After that we go to the grocery isles and | get some Cracker Jacks, Pringles potato chips, Cheesehead string- 
cheese, and a half-gallon of milk. 


| wouldn't get all that dairy," Nick warns. 

"Mind your own business, Menza." 

When we get back to the bus, only the driver is still there. 
My mouth falls open "Where'd everybody go?" 


The driver takes a few of my blue plastic bags from me and takes them to the galley. "Dave and Bill got on 


their bus and went on ahead." 

"Their bus?" | ask, turning to Nick. 

"Yeah, this is our bus, and Dave and Billy have theirs." 
"Oh." 

"This was the rendezvous point," the driver adds. 

"Oh, okay." 


| throw myself onto the couch and tear open a package of snack cheese. Nick just sits across from me at the 


table and shakes his head. 


Ssik Universe 


~This is a work of fiction | do not state or imply that these events took place. It is intended for your reading 
pleasure only and is not meant to disrespect or impeach the members of Megadeth, Billy White, or Ross Halfin. 
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After three hours of playing the X-men game on the Nintendo game cube, two hours watching satellite TV, 
four sticks of snack cheese, a canister of Pringles, and two Diet Pepsis, | am bored out of my god-forsaken 
mind. 


"Is there anything else to do?" | sigh, propping my pillow up behind my head. 


"Mmmm," Nick hums, pulling his pillow up under his chin. "I guess we still have the lap-top. You can surf the 


internet.” 


Twisting my body sideways, | sit up on the left side of the U-shaped couch of the back lounge and stretch my 


arms overhead. 


"Do you have an account?" | ask, bending my neck to the side to pop my vertebrae. "I'm not really much of a 


computer person" 

Nick kicks his foot at the side table, making it collapse down into a propped position and then pulls a notebook 
from underneath the couch. He sets it up on the table and begins tapping at the keyboard. After awhile, he 
spins it to face me. 


‘Okay, all set" 


| appear to be on some sort of homepage, MSN | think. At the top it reads: Welcome, Mighty Menzanator. My 
eyes roll up and | shake my head. 


"What's a good site?" 
Nick sighs and swirls the laptop back around. "Why don't we see if Ross has got our pictures up yet?" 


Keys click, then there's a touch of silence except for the sound of Nick's gum chewing, and then some more 


clicking. 
‘Okay, here we are. Rosshalfinco.uk. Yep, the pictures are up." 


| watch Nick's dark eyes scanning the screen in front of him, then all of a sudden his chin juts out and his 


thick brows furrow. 

"What?" | ask, leaning over the table. 

"Fuckin’...that asshole." 

"What?" 

Nick just shakes his head and scratches the side of his forehead. 

"What?" 

| get up and slide next to him. 

Then | start to laugh..hard. 

"Yeah, fucking laugh it up, Bob," he mutters, nudging me in the ribs with an elbow. 

The first picture on the Megadeth page is the shot taken when | grabbed Nick's crotch. His cheeks are puffed 
out and his eyeballs are jutting out from their sockets. |, on the other hand, have a cocky smirk and my eyes 
are half-lidded, shifted towards Mustaine. He has his arms crossed, an eyebrow raised like ‘Yeah, this shit 
happens all the time’. Billy has a look of overwhelming fear, and he's leaning away from us like | might come 
after him next. 


"I wish | had my own computer. | would make that my desk top," | chuckle. 


Nick closes the window and then | see there is a whole roll of pictures to select from on the web page. At the 
top is a blurb of words. 


"What's that?" | ask, scooting closer. 

Nick leans in too and then reads them out loud 

"Dave Mustaine finally sold out and got a girl in his band..funny though, she has more balls than the rest of 
his boys combined. Bobby, or Booby as they call her behind her back, is a lovely girl..l'll wager a hundred 
American dollars she's a lesbian.seems Nicky has a bit of a school boy crush on her.." 


Menza turns to me and squints, then goes back to reading, 


"If he pals around with her long enough, maybe he will learn how to pick up women." 


| don't know if | should be pissed or flattered. 


Nick continues reading. 


"For the most part, shooting the new Megadeth is like shooting a quartet of corpses..| tell you, they're bloody 
boring. Until Booby goosed Nick, | thought | was going to fall over and snore...” 


"Don't read anymore," | sigh. "I can't believe everyone has access to this shit" 

Then Nick smiles. 

"What?" 

He continues reading. "This Billy White fellow thats taken Martin Friedman's place is the worst of them all..can't 
tell if he hates me or wants to snog me behind the backdrops..| think he actually winked at me..0ther than 
that he was like a cheap department store mannequin..! propped his arm up for a pose, | thought it would snap 
off at the joint..stiff, | tell you, stiff. | hope Dave can loosen him up a bit, otherwise its going to be a long 
tour..for them and for me." 

"What the hell does that mean?" | ask 

"Means Ross is going on tour with us." 

"You're shitting me," | scoff. 

The side of Nick's mouth pulls up and he shakes his head. 

"He's not going to document the whole tour on his website, is he?" | ask, biting my bottom lip. 

"Look here." Nick moves the cursor over to a tab at the top. Its labeled "Diary". 

"Oh shit." 


"Yep, Halfin's probably going to tell the world about his days with us. Let's hope there aren't many." 


A few hours later, we arrive at our first stop. | have no idea what city or what town we're in. | don't give a 


flying rat's ass. l'm just stoked that later tonight | will be playing my first gig as a member of Megadeth. 
And then | step off the tour bus... 
"This is it?" | ask, slapping a hand to my forehead. 


Nick drops his duffle at his feet. "This can't be right." He turns to the driver as he barrels down the bus 
steps behind us. "Are you sure this is it, Hank?" 


The Harley dude pulls a rolled up piece of paper from his back jean pocket and looks it over. "Yup. This is the 


place." 

Staring, | see a small building; actually it's a single-wide mobile home with faded, gray wooden planking. 

"The road crew won't even fit into there," | whine. 

"That's the fucking ticket booth, dumb ass," Mustaine grumbles walking past us. "This is an outdoor venue." 
| look over my shoulder and see Billy taking up the rear, his sandy brown curls pulling back behind him. Then 
following him is Ross Halfin, a camera around his neck, snapping pictures. As he walks by, Nick shoves his 
shoulder. 

"Bloody hell! What did you do that for? | had a magnificent shot of Dave by that trailer." 

Dave swirls around. "No, no pictures of me by a trailer.’ 

"Hmmm," smirks Ross, "I thought it would be kind of campy..cute..” 

"No campy, no cute," Mustaine mutters. "We got enough campy and cute with Bob in the band" 


| shake my head, following him up a hill. When we get to the top, that's when | see the stage. 


Its huge. Oh my god, l'm going to get lost on that thing. The roadies have already got Nick's drums set up and 
a tech is testing the acoustics of each one. Bam, bam, tap, tap, ting, ting. 


| see my guitar tech has my bass and is walking around thumping the strings. Bum, bum, bim, bum..lbum-ba- 
ba-ba-bum-bum. That sounds pretty fucking good. | turn to Nick as he walks up behind me. 


‘I'm so happy | could puke." 
He squints at me, chewing his gum. "That would be a good picture for Ross." 


Then suddenly, the little, sun-baked shutter-bug jumps up between us. "Did someone say they spotted a good 
shot?" 


When it's finally time to get dressed for the show, | have to do it on the bus. Hank the driver follows me. 


Apparently he is also my bodyguard. He kicks on the generator so | can see, and what do | see? | see a large 


package that looks like it arrived by post, and it has my name on it, care of Mega-management. When | get it 
open, it is full of folded black t-shirts. There's got to be about thirty or forty of them. The top one has a big 
white arrow pointing to the left and it reads, ‘I'm with this fuckin’ moron’. Heh, heh, heh. That's cool. | pull it 
out and a piece of paper floats out from its folds. The letterhead shows it's from a company called Ssik- 
Universe. Apparently they saw me in the "bitch" t-shirt | wore during the photo-shoot with Ross and thought 
| would like to have their t-shirts. | get free t-shirts, they get free advertising. That's when | notice their 


website is listed on the back of each one. Oh well, with all my hair, no one will see it. 

| quickly slip the t-shirt on, stomp my feet into my boots, grab my make-up kit and barrel down the steps, 
over the hill, and back to the double-wide trailer that is the men's dressing room. When | walk in, Billy and 
Dave are sitting on the couch talking shop, and Nick is grazing at the catering table. | peek over his shoulder 


and grab a carrot. 


‘Cool shirt," he smirks. Then he does a pointing action with his hand, mimicking my t-shirt and then turns his 
head towards Dave. "You better change it" 


"Why?" 

He points at Mustaine. 

"What? Why?" 

"That arrow is going to point at Dave when you're on stage." 

"Oh shit. | didn't think of that." 

As | head towards the trailer door, it pops open and the tour manager climbs in. 


Five minutes ‘til intro." He looks at me and warns, "You don't get a bucket; so if you have to do any business, 


you better go to the bathroom now." 
| look to Nick and he shrugs. 


After five minutes of panic, and keeping away from Dave, we head towards the stage. The sun has already 

gone down and | can smell the dried grass, burning gels of the stage lights, and cigarette smoke. We go up a 
set of creaking, wobbly wooden steps to the back of the stage. | take my Fender from my tech and wait on 
the right side of the stage. Nick sneaks in behind his drums. 


The intro to "Blackmail the Universe" begins playing. Its only the sound of a jet going over and the 


newscaster's voice is talking about Airforce One going down. 


Shit. | all of a sudden need to piss..or puke..or both. Ross nudges me and points past me. The tour manager is 


waving me on stage. | think the snack cheese is causing a mutiny in my stomach. 


"C'monll" he yells. 

| run out onto the stage where Billy is already playing on the other side. Nick is pounding the skins behind me. 
When Dave walks out, the crowd goes crazy. He looks at me and scowls. That's when the snack cheese decides 
it's bailing. It's halfway up my throat. 

Quickly | search for somewhere to puke. Those bastards didn't give me a goddamned thing to hurl in. Shit! | 
press my lips together to hold back the vomit that's coming up and go towards Nick. When | spot the white 
industrial bucket to his left, | run. Billy and Dave twist and turn to see what I'm doing. 

"Bwah!!! Hahhh!" 


Vomit splats at the bottom of the bucket, some of it on the stage floor. Then | notice a flash go off to my 
right. Fucking bastard, Ross! 


| look to Nick who's laughing, smashing his cymbals. No, | haven't missed a beat. I'd rather die from humiliation 


than die from a pummeling from Mustaine. 


| spit again and then run to my side of the stage where my tech has a bottle of Evian He pours it into my 
mouth and it spills down my chin and on to my t-shirt. Fucking helll 


| go out to my mic and do my backing vocals. Dave is still eyeing me, his mouth moving a mile a minute. 

Then a pair of panties flies up and | dodge out of their way. | don't see the bra that is following them. The 
shoulder strap catches onto my headstock. | shake the neck of my bass, but the bra just slings side to side 
with me. What else can possibly happen? 

Thankfully, nothing else does. The rest of the show goes off without a hitch..except that Mustaine accidentally 
introduces me as Bobby Ellefson. It's Ellison.not Ellefson. Now | don't feel so bad about this shirt thing. Dave 


doesn't even notice it until we get back to the double-wide trailer/dressing room. 


He points at me, then at Nick who the arrow is pointing to now. Then | can see the wheels spinning in his head 
as he realizes who it was pointing to while we were on stage. 


"Bob!" he hisses, tossing his sweat-drenched t-shirt towards his bag. 


| stand there gawking at his nakedness until | realize I'm in deep shit. | shift my eyes, turn my head away and 


back. 
"Who, me?" 


"Bob!" 


When his mouth drops open to give me hell, | dash out the door. Hopefully by the time | get done with my 
shower he won't remember. Hank escorts me back to the bus and | strip out of my sweaty clothes and step 
into the tiny stall that is supposed to be a shower. The water only runs hot for about two minutes. Then | 
have to alternately shove each soapy body part under the spray of ice water to rinse. When | get to my 
chest, my nipples threaten to explode. This fucking sucks. 


| slip on a Megadeth t-shirt and jeans and then Hank and | head back to the double-wide. When we get there, | 


have to wade through a sea of girls..women.teenage boys. Is this a Megadeth concert or is it N'Sync? 


| follow Hank past the double-wide to the hospitality trailer that, surprise, is full of females and pubescent 


males. The guys are scattered around into various cliques, Mustaine's being the largest. | edge up next to Nick. 
"How's it going?" | whisper over his shoulder. 

"Hey, Bob. | want to introduce you to an old friend of mine. This is Marty Freid-" 

"Holy shit!" | smile. "I know who this is, Nick!" 


| thought he was a chick from behind with all that curly, dark hair. He sure is petite. | shove my hand out to 


introduce myself. 

"I'm Bobby Ellison 

"Nice..to meet you," he says in a nasally voice. His lips are kind of inched up like I'm dirty or something. He 
pushes a tendril from his face and then gingerly shakes my hand. "From the stage | almost thought you were 
Junior." 


"Yeah, | think that's probably why Dave hired me." 


The three of us stand there silently for a minute. | twitch my mouth from side to side underneath my nose 
and shift my eyes around. 


"Mahhhrrrrrtiinnn," | hear from behind me, and then Ross is side by side with Friedman, 


When they start talking about Japan and one-hundred-year old eggs, Nick and | undock from that conversation 


circle and find an empty corner to retreat to. 
"Hanging out backstage isn't as fun as | thought it would be." 
Nick rattles his plastic cup and then empties a piece of ice into his mouth. 


"It used to be," he says, crunching the cube in his teeth. "All booze and chicks..now it's just kids and soda pop." 


He leans to see around me. "Well.. maybe it's not too bad.” 

| turn and see a twenty-something girl eyeing him from a couch. She's pretty cute. She has long milk- 
chocolate colored hair and bronze skin. A slender, manicured hand brings a cigarette up to her lipsticked mouth. 
She smiles and then winks. 

"Hello," Nick grins. 

He waves for her to come over. When she stands up, | can see she's wearing a camouflage mini-skirt that's 


slung low on her hips and cut just below her crotch, along with a thin, orange tank top. The glimmer of a 


belly-button ring winks underneath its hem. Suddenly, | feel very..uh..dressed..and masculine in my jeans and t- 


shirt. 

"Hi," she says to me and then turns, chin first, eyes second to Nick. "Great show." 
"Thanks," he smiles, shifting his eyes to me and then back to her. "What's your name?" 
"Bridgette." 

She turns to me and | nod my head. "Bobby." 

"Nick" 

"| know." 

| slowly start to back away so Menza can become the Mack-a-nator, but Gidgette turns to me. 
"I think you are so cool." 

"Me?" 

‘Oh yeah. Girl bass player. That's awesome." 

"Thanks." 

Nick looks at me, his brow pulling in. He hitches his head to the side. 

"Well, | better go boil my strings or something," | say rocking to my heels. 

When | pivot to turn, Gidgette's hand rests on my arm. 


"How long have you been playing?" 


| look at Nick who's ever so slightly shaking his head. 


"Um..." Geez, | can't just walk away without answering her question. What kind of shitty rock-star would that 


make me? | nod, "Since | was twelve. 

"Really? Wow! What made you think to pick up a bass?" 

| hear Nick let a heavy sigh. 

"| don't know. | thought Ellefson was cute?" 

"Me tool" she giggles. "And you look so much like him..but.like a girl’ 
"Yeah 


From here, Gidgette goes off on a tangent about female bass players..Sean Yseult..D‘Arcy Wretzky..Melissa Auf 
Der Maur. She's met them all. 


"Yeah, I'm in good company," | smile. Then | nudge Menza. "Nick maybe just a guy, but he sure can beat those 
skins." 


Gidgette turns to him and giggles. He smiles, chewing his gum. Then | notice the room is starting to empty. 
"What do we do know?" | ask. 

"Go to the bus?" Gidgette adds. 

"Yeah, that would be good," Nick nods. "Why don't we see if the techs will go get us some beer?" 

Gidgette and | stand quietly while Nick starts whispering into some guy's ear and then hands him a twenty. 
Then we walk down to the back end of the parking lot and see Mustaine is standing underneath the orange glow 
of a street light, signing a bunch of autographs by his tour bus. Billy is standing to the side with Marty 


Friedman, Every once in a while | see a flash go off, so Ross must be over there too. 


"So, are you involved with anyone?" Gidgette asks me as we walk, her chin almost touching my shoulder. 


"Me?" | laugh, "No. | don't think I'm allowed to fraternize with the guys in the band. That's probably a 


stipulation in my contract or something. | really should have read all those papers.” 
‘For a minute | thought you and Nick were... 


"No," | chuckle. "He's cute and all but no, he's not my type." 


| turn to see how far Menza is behind me when Gidgette leans in and..and..kisses me. | jump back, almost 
stumbling over my Nike high-tops. 


"What are you doing?" | hiss, wiping her lipstick off my mouth on the back of my hand. 
"Well... thought you." 

"You thought what?" 

She scrunches up her face, her nose just a little button "I heard you were." 

"What?!" 

"You're not?" 

Not" 

Gidgette pushes her hand into her hair and turns around. "tm so stupid” she whimpers. 


"No you're not. I'm..!'m actually flattered.| guess..l mean.if | was, then you would..uh..| mean..you're very 


pretty...” 


She turns back around and gives me a weak smile. 

"You girls ready to party?" Nick chuckles coming up behind us, carrying a couple of brown paper bags. 
Gidgette wraps her arms over her chest and nods. "! could really use a drink" 

| sigh and follow behind them as they start towards the bus again. 


"Yeah, me too." 


Black-outs and Manipulations 


~This is a work of fiction | do not state or imply that these events took place. It is intended for your reading 
pleasure only and is not meant to disrespect or impeach the members of Megadeth, Billy White, or Ross Halfin. 
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Nick, Gidgette, and | climb into the bus and break out the beer. Opening a can, Gidgette breaks a nail. 
"Damn it," she frowns, little kid style. "| bet you don't have to worry about things like that" 
| take a seat sideways at the table, pushing my legs out in front of me. "Nope, I've got man-hands." 


She leans over the back of the bench seat and grabs my hand. "Ha, you dol" Her face puckers up. "Calluses too. 
| bet if we turned out the lights and each of you put your hands on me, | couldn't tell which one was which." 


| slide my hand out of her grasp. I'm starting to think Gidgie here is not giving up after our little tete a tete in 
the parking lot. | guess she thinks | can be tempted to bite the apple. 


"Here," Nick smiles, handing me a can. 

"Thanks." 

| down one, then another, and then another. It's no secret that | like to drink. | know carbs are bad for the 
figure and all, but | need the energy stores for tomorrow night's show. Yeah, I'll find any way to rationalize 
getting wasted. 


"Shit, you also fucking drink like a man," Nick chuckles when | reach into the mini-fridge for another. 


| snap the tab back and a light spray shoots out. | notice some beer has pooled over the top of my can so | 
slurp it up. 


"Geez, you got the manners of one too." 


Chin tilted down, | raise my eyes to Nick, who's sitting on the couch in front of me, his arm hooked over 


Gidgette's neck. When she lights up a cigarette, | take it from her fingers. 
"Thanks," | whisper, squinting as | place the butt to my lips. 
She smiles at me. "Welcome." 


My eyes shift back to Nick and | blow a stream of smoke in his face. "| guess | seem fairly masculine around 
all you wimpy guys. Shit, I'm as tall as you. Billy could be pushed over with a strong gust of wind..Mustaine... 


well, he seems like the only real man around here." 


Nick's mouth hitches up at the side, eyebrows pulling down. "What's you're problem, Bob? I'm just kidding with 
you." 


"You think I'm any less of a woman than she is?" | ask, tilting the cigarette dangling from my fingers at Gidge. 
Nick's eyes squint even tighter than they were before. He opens his mouth, but | interrupt him. 

I'm more of a woman because | can be sexy like that and kick your scrawny ass." 

He takes a breath like he's going to say something but then | add, "You don't believe me? I'll prove it" 
Nick starts laughing. "How?" 

"C'mon. Let's take it outside.” 

| weave my way to the door and down the tour bus steps. Nick and Gidgette follow behind me. 

"Bob, | don't know what you're up to, but if this is a test of strength, you can't beat me." 

"The hell | can't," | say, wagging my chin in front of his face. | hold the cigarette out. "Take this, Gidgette." 
"Bridgette," she stresses, taking a hold of my butt..the cigarette butt that is. 

"C'mon, Nick. Show me what you got:" 


| circle him, bent legged, arms poised at my sides, sumo-wrestler-style. l'm waiting for my opening to just 


throw his ass to the ground, but he only stands there frowning, his arms crossed over his chest. 
"This is stupid, Bob, I'm not going to wrestle you." 

"Why, scared I'll beat you?" | smile. 

"No, because if | hurt you, Dave will kick my ass." 

"No | won't." 

| turn and see Mustaine, Billy, Marty and Ross coming out of the shadows into our spot of streetlight. 
"Thanks," | scoff. My face hooks back to Nick "C'mon, let's wrestle!" 


His body hitches with laughter. His teeth seem really white in the shadows as he's laughing at me. That 


fuckhead, he's not taking me seriously. | lunge and knock him over. We fall to the ground, him underneath me. 
"Shit, Bob! What are you trying to do?" 


| pull my knees underneath me, sitting on his chest. | can hear the laughter of the others behind me. Nick tilts 
his head up. 


"I'm not fighting her! She's fucking drunk!" 

Ross pipes up, "Is this duel for the fair damsel?" 

| look over my shoulder at him and then to Gidgette. "No!" 

Nick uses my shift of weight to roll me over, pinning my hands to the asphalt. 

"Oh, fuck!" 

"You think you're so tuff?" he smiles, chewing his gum. "Let's see you get out of that one." 
| tilt my face up, my lips a hair's width away from his. 

"Now, you can't use your femininity to win this. Besides, it would take more than a kiss to make me weak." 
"Oh yeah?" | whisper. 

"Yeah," he breathes, eyebrows bobbing up. 

Then | head-butt him.. 


And everything goes black... 


When | open my eyes, I'm lying in the back lounge of the tour bus. | can tell we're moving because | can feel 
the hum of rotating tires underneath me. | roll to my side and see Nick lying perpendicular to me. His eyes are 
shut and a string of drool is making a pool on the velour couch beneath him. When | sit up, my head thumps 
with pain. 


"Oh fuck," | wince, bringing a hand to my face. | feel a knot on my forehead. "That's just fucking great.” 
| slowly get to my feet, placing a hand on the wall for support. My feet feel like they're twisted underneath 


me because it's hard to walk. When | get into the hall, | look in the bunks to see if there is any Gidgette 
remaining from last night. Thankfully, all four bunks are empty. 


| hit sunlight when | get into the galley and my eyes slam shut. 

"Oh man" 

The tour bus hits a bump, causing me to slam into the kitchenette. 

"Fuck, Hank!" | yell and then regret it because my words are echoing loudly in my head. 

| can hear his burly chuckle from the front cab. 

"Morning," Nick whispers, coming up behind me. "Are you alright?" 

All | can do is nod, but even that hurts. 

"Jesus, you scared the shit out of everyone last night. We thought you had a concussion" 
| turn my head to him. | can just see his face in the squint of my eyes. "What happened?" 


"You fucking slammed your head into me. Look" He yanks down his bottom lip and | can see where it bruised 


against his teeth. 

"Sorry" 

"Eh, its alright. I'd rather have this than that." 

"What?" 

He points at my head. 

"A knot, yes," | wince. 

"A fucking bruise on top of that. Purple even" 

| knock past him and fall into the bathroom, catching the vanity counter. | pull my eyebrows up to make my 
eyes open, but they want to stay shut. Eventually, they do open and | see a purple crescent-shaped mark on 
top of a silver-dollar sized bump on my forehead. That's when | notice a pain in my neck As my muscles 
tense, it becomes sharper. 


"Oh god." 


Nick peeks in. "Yeah, you're so tough you kicked your own ass." 


He sticks out the palm of his hand and presents me with two aspirin. 

"Thanks." 

At noon, Hank and Nick go into a fast food restaurant to meet Dave and Billy for lunch. | remain in the bus, 
partly because | feel too sick to eat, partly because I've embarrassed the shit out of myself. When Nick comes 
back, he brings me a little baggy of French fries and a soda. 

"Here, good for the hang over." 

| look up at him from my spot on the couch. Shit, even that hurts. 

"Go on. You gotta eat. We have a show in a couple of hours and you'll be sick again if you don't" 

"Fuck, that's right. For some reason | thought we were just driving across America for the fun of it" 

He scoffs and sips on my drink. 

Several hours later we pull into a hotel parking lot. Tonight | will sleep in a real bed. That should help my neck, 
but | don't know what I'm going to do before the show. At the auditorium, | walk around with my head hitched 
forward, keeping it as still as possible. | don't even want to turn it. 

"What the fuck is wrong with you?" Mustaine asks, passing me in a hall 

"Hhuuuhhhh." | sound like the butler for the Adams’ Family. | probably look like him too. 

"See this is why | didn't want anyone drinking. You mess with the bull, Bob, you take the horns." 

Is not a hang over, Dave. | think | hurt my neck when | wrestled Nick last night" 

He drops his duffle bag and steps closer to me. | flinch when he places his hand under my chin. The other one 
slides underneath my hair and cups the back of my neck. When he bends down, his dark eyes rest on mine and 
| have to look away. Then | notice the dusting of copper whiskers on his chin and cheeks. 

"Does it hurt there?" he asks, pressing the tips of his fingers into the sore spot on my spine. 

| clench my eyes. "Yes." 

"Yeah, C-4 is slightly herniated." 


My eyes squint. "| have a hernia?" 


"No," he smirks, "you have a protruding disc in your spine." 


"Oh." 
"Let's get into the green room and I'll adjust it for you." 
Now my eyes get big. "What? Are you a fucking chiropractor or something?" 


"No." He picks his bag up, adjusts the strap on his shoulder, and then starts walking again. "But | might as well 
be. I've treated all the guys for whiplash over the years. Junior used to get it pretty bad." 


"He let you snap his neck?" | ask following behind him. 

"| just manipulated his spine..not that | wouldn't like to snap his neck now though." 

| start to laugh, but it catches in my neck, so | stop. 

When we get into the green room, Billy is in a robe talking to some lanky blonde dude that I've never seen 
before, and Nick is sitting on a couch, naked except for a pair of running shorts, eating a banana. | smell 
barbeque and pizza | like the green room. 


"Come here." 


| stiffly walk behind Dave into another room that has all the guys' wardrobe trunks. Lockers line the walls and 


there are two wooden benches in the middle. 

"Lie down," he says, pointing. 

Gingerly, | sit and then lean back on the bench. It's not comfortable. Mustaine walks up and straddles my legs. 
"Just relax." 

Huh? Relax? How can | do that steadying my body on a bench which is more like a balance beam with his 
crotch in my line of view? Oh Jesus. He's got one hand on my neck and the other is running down the 
underside of my body. 

‘I'm making sure your body is in alignment. l'm not getting a cheap thrill." 


Funny, he's not, but | am. 


He moves my hair from underneath me and presses his palm to my neck. His hands are warm, slightly moist. 


Shit, | hope he's not nervous. | don't want him to fuck up and paralyze me. 


"Maybe we shouldn't do this." 


"What are you talking about? You can't go on stage walking like a geriatric patient. Just relax and itll be over in 


a second." 


| close my eyes and try to do what he's telling me, but | can hear his breathing and smell something like 
laundry detergent. Fuck, I'm getting hot over the smell of Tide. I'm so pathetic. 


He grips my chin tightly, moving it from side to side, first softly, and then he yanks it. 
"Owlll" 

"Fucking relax!" 

"lim trying!" 

He stands up and backs away. "It's this fucking bench, isn't it?" 


"Yeah-" right..it's just the fucking bench. Not the fact that you're touching me and making me wet my Wal- 
mart panties. Shit. 


| look at him and | can tell he's thinking. He licks and then rakes his teeth over his bottom lip. 
"Stand up’ 

"Okay" 

| get to my feet and then he moves behind me. His hands grab mine and pull them up to the back of my head. 
"Lock your arms: 

Dave puts his arms around me and then picks me up. | feel something snap in my neck and spots appear 
before my eyes. He's paralyzed me. l'm going to be in a wheelchair for the rest of my life. | expect my legs to 
crumble beneath me when he sets me back down but they don't 

"Better?" 

| move my head a litle. just a twinge of pain.and then it slips away. | turn and smile at him. 

"Oh my godl! You fixed me!" 


"Yeah, well, you need a lot more than just your neck worked on." 


| stare at him and his dark eyes blink at me, his hands on his hips. 


"Now get the fuck out so | can change." 


Fine. I'll just go back to the bus and take a cold shower... 


Fuck Me. Im the Bass Player 


Disclaimer: The following is a work of pure fiction It is meant for the readers’ (and writer's) enjoyment and is 
not meant to harm or impeach the members of Megadeth (both past and present). The writer is not stating 


these events took place or that the people characterized within would act this way. Please do not sue me. 


Notice: Due to the writer's increasingly nagging conscience, Billy White's role is now being played by Glen 
Drover. Since he is the new guitarist for Megadeth, it's his rightful place to be here and Mr. White can rest 
easy knowing he won't be thrown into precarious situations. (Hey, if they can switch Darrens on ‘Bewitched, | 
can switch guitar players mid-story! Right?) 


NUNN NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNN 


Something about being around all this testosterone is affecting my brain It's brain damage. That's what the 
problem with men is, all that testosterone causes brain damage, and now it's rubbing off on me. | can't stop 
thinking about sex. Even a cold shower doesn't help. Its warping my judgment. 

When | dig into my plethora of complimentary smart-ass t-shirts, | pick the one that reads, ‘Fuck me. l'm the 
bass player’. | think that sufficiently sums up my attitude right now. To make the offer more appealing, | use 
the trick | learned at the photo shoot. Thanks to a pair of scissors, | no longer have a t-shirt. | now have a 
halter-top. To go along with my "on the prowl" look, | make my hair extra fluffy and my eyeliner just a little 
bit thicker, blacker. | think about lipstick for a minute and then decide, nah, fuck that. 


As | walk back into the green room, Drover chuckles and then nudges Nick, who stares with open mouth. 


When it finally closes, he says, "That's rad. Where can | get one of those shirts.but, you know, for 


drummers?" 

"Don't know." 

Drover knocks his hand against Nick's arm. "I thought you got some last night?" 

Nick shakes his head. "Apparently | didn't have the right equipment..or let's just say | have too much." 
Drover's eyebrows raise as his head turns to me. 

"Hey, | can't help it if chicks like me." 


Mustaine walks by, stops for a second, looks me up and down, and then walks away shaking his head. | look 


around the room and notice a certain pint-sized photographer is not in our presence. 


"Where's Ross?" 


Nick chews on a pretzel. "He had another assignment." 

| let a sigh of relief. "Great, | can relax now that he's gone." 

Nick starts laughing. 

"What?" 

"Oh, nothing..but don't get too excited, he'll be back in a couple of days." 

When we get on stage, the music, smoke, and lights bring me to life again. | can't thrash my head around like 
normal, but at least | can turn it without cringing in pain. Of course, l'm still in a testosterone fog though. 
When we go into "The Scorpion’, my mind is swimming with sexual imagery. The lyrics don't help. 


Thirst..sin.wants..what | can do..want it done to you... 


The song has nothing to do with sex, but l'm singing it as if it were. | turn to watch Dave as we sing the 
chorus together. 


"As | climb onto your back, | will promise not to sting. | will tell you what you want to hear and not mean 
anything. Then | treat you like a dog as | shoot my venom in. You pretend you didn't know that | am a 


scorpion...” 


‘Heh, heh, he said shoot his venom in, heh, heh: Shit, all this man-sweat around me is turning me into fucking 


Bevis and Butthead. 

Dave breaks into his solo while | bounce next to him. | notice a banner waving out in the audience. 
‘Bring back Junior! 

Ouch. | try to blow it off. Then | see another one. 

‘Ellefson Rules!" 

Fuck! 


When | get to my mic again, a girl below shoots the finger at me. What is up with these people? Are we in 


Junior's home town or what? | look at Dave and | can tell he is reading the signs too. 
"Hey!" he barks once the song is over. "You guys miss Ellefson, huh?" 


The audience erupts into screams and roars. 


"Why?" he asks, pushing the damp hair off his face. "If | stuck with him, we wouldn't even be here tonight. | 
wouldn't have been able to afford to pay him and take the loss of booking this venue." 


The crowd goes quiet, except for a boo here and there. 


"Bob has more Megadeth in her little pinky, than Junior does in his whole body. He only cares about dollar signs 


now. 
Then someone yells, "Show us your tits!" 

"Bob," Dave mumbles into the mic, turning to me, "show them what you got” 

"My tits?" | ask into the microphone. 

He smirks at me. "No,fuck..your chops, Bob..your skills..on the bass." 

| look back at Nick He nods at me, chewing his gum, smiling. 

| move away from the mic and start doing scales backwards and forwards..an arpeggio..a slide up..a slide down.. 
then | just start hammering. | flick my pick out into the audience and start thumb spanking. | hear some 
whistling in between the bonging of my strings. A black lace bra flies up on stage and | dodge it. Nick taps into 
a beat with me, rolling into a grumble of double bass drums, and then starts slamming cymbals as | come up 
to the end. He must have recognized my solo from my shows back home. | make a mental note to kiss him 
when we get off stage. 

Then Dave starts the intro to ‘Something l'm Not. 

"This one's for Junior," he growls. 

No one flips me the bird for the rest of the show. The pro-Ellefson banners disappear. At one point, | think | 
hear a chant of "Bob..Bob..Bob." | wish | could say this is better than sex. It's close..very close..very, very, very 
close, but not quite. 

“That kicked ass," Drover smiles tossing me a towel as we descend the backstage stairs. 

"Thanks!" 

Nick comes up and hooks his arm over my shoulder. "Do we make a good team or what?" 


"Fuck yeah, we do!" 


| grin at Mustaine as | catch up to him in the hall on our way towards the green room. 


"Thanks," | huff, still out of breath. 

"For what?" 

"For that..on the stage..sticking up for me." 

"I didn't stick up for you." 

"Well..you.." 

"No, | gave you a chance to prove yourself. | didn't stick up for you. | can't have my fans thinking | brought 
you along on this tour as a hot piece of ass. What would that fucking make me?" He twists the top off a 
bottle of water and points it at me. "A fucking joke. No, that show you put on wasn't for you, it was for me. 


Thank god you didn't fuck it up." 


My mouth drops open, and | feel Nick's hand rest on the backside of my hip. When Mustaine walks off, he 


leans into me. 


"Things have been really rough on him lately, with the lawsuit, the album leak and stuff at home. Don't take it 


personally." 

"Oh." 

In the hospitality room, | keep with Nick and Drover and the revolving door of girls and groupies that surround 
us. Dave is definitely in a mood. He stands in one spot, arms crossed over his chest, lip hitched up at the side. 
| do see him perk up when we get a surprise visitor. 


"Newsted!" he hollers. 


The former Metallica bassist is here..which means he probably saw the show..my solo. Oh man, | hope he was 
impressed. | watch as he walks up to Dave and slaps hands with him and then presses his shoulder to his. | 
guess it's something like a man-hug. They talk for a while and then move to a couch. | don't think I've ever 
seen Dave smile so much. Geez, who'd have thought Jason Newsted could produce such joy in the General? 
"So they're friends, huh?" 

"Oh yeah, for a long time now." 


"Hmmm." 


| continue watching. They keep leaning into each other, talking, smiling. It's nothing but a bunch of curly hair and 


teeth over there. Finally, | notice Dave wave me over. 


"Hey, Bob, look who's here." 

"Hi," | smile. 

Jason pushes a lock of kinky auburn hair from his face and puts his hand out. 

"Nice to meet you, Bob. You're quite a bassist" 

"Thanks." 

"You'd have to be to meet the General's requirements.” 

The corner of my mouth lifts to a half smile. There's no more room for full smiles here with these two. 
Besides, I'm waiting for the cut-down or the rug to be pulled out from underneath me. | guess Newsted is just 
being nice. 

"Sit," Dave orders, pointing to the other side of Jason. 

| squeeze in between him and the couch arm. There's that testosterone again. Shit it's hot in here. 

"You have to tell me where you got that shirt you wore tonight. | definitely need one of those." 

| turn to Jason. A dimple winks in his cheek. 

"Really? Hell, you can have mine. It's not doing me any good." 

Jason laughs and then starts talking to Dave again. He's wearing a wife-beater t-shirt. Each time he moves, 
the skin of his arm slides against mine. It's setting all my nerves on end, especially the ones screaming in my 
groin. This is going to drive me crazy. | wait for a break in their conversation to jump in, but it never happens. 
| thump my elbow into the arm of the couch and prop my head up with my hand. 

‘Oh my god! You're the bass player!" 

Jason and | turn our heads toward Menza and a blonde with large blue eyes and humongous breasts. When she 
breaks off from Nick and makes her way to me, Nick throws his arms up in the air, shakes his head, and 
walks away. Jason goes back to talking to Dave. 

"| saw your pictures on the Ross Halfin website," she starts blabbing. "You've got such pretty hair...” 


"Uh, thanks." 


"I'm a dancer at Honey's down the road. | would love for you to come see me dance." 


| squint at her. What the hell? 

"My friend, Ginger is here somewhere. She's just dying to meet you. Oh there she is!" 

There's another squeal and then there's a redhead in front of me. She sits on my lap. Good thing l'm still 
wearing jeans because | don't think this girl is wearing underwear under her mini-skirt. The two girls start 
talking to each other for a while and then | feel a hand go into my hair. 

"You must be a natural blonde," she says stroking me. "| don't see any roots." 

Then the other one adds, "Well, there's only one way to tell for sure..." 

They start laughing and then the redhead giggles, "Not if she shaves." 

My eyes roll up and | shake my head. 


"Apparently, the shirt works," Jason breathes into my ear. 


Ugh, that hot breath sent a shiver up my spine. | hesitate for a moment, to gather my wits. l'm afraid if | 
look at him right away, I'll rip that torn up t-shirt off him. 


"Yes, but not on-" In a flash of red and auburn, Jason and Dave are gone. "men," | finish with a sigh. 

Well, there goes my chance to boff someone not in my band, well someone with a dick anyway. | don't think 
Newsted was interested in me though. He was preoccupied with Dave. It must have been a while since they've 
seen each other. 

‘Ils this seat taken?" 

| shake my head and then two more scantily dressed girls are sitting on the couch with me. | look across the 
room at Nick and Drover and they alternately shoot the finger at me. Nick mouths something, but | can't tell 
what it is over all this high-pitched girl talk. So much fucking giggling..it's shrill.and grating on my already 
peeked nerves. 


"Get up!" | yell, nudging the half-naked behind that's starting to make my knees go numb. "Get up! | gotta pee!" 


The redhead jumps off me and | squeeze my way over to my buds. Neither one of them say anything. Nick 


gives me an evil eye. 
"What?" 


He shakes his head and then moves his eyes past me. | can smell perfume. There must be a girl behind me. 


"Hey, do you guys want to go get something to drink?" 

Drover scratches his head and looks at Nick. 

"Yeah, lets go." 

Somehow, Nick, Drover, me and three chicks squeeze into one cab. The big blonde is sitting on my lap, her 
breasts in my face. All | can smell is perfume, hairspray, and Drover's musk cologne. Another taxi, filled to the 
brim with groupies, dancers, and roadies is following us. Five minutes later we end up in front of ‘Honey's’ 
where a thick, muscular bouncer waves us in. 


"Hil" | smile, before the redheaded pushes me into a dark hall. 


When we get to the other side, White Zombie's "Thunderkiss '65" is blasting over the speakers. A red spotlight 


points at a completely buck ass naked dancer swirling around a pole on a stage. 
"Fuck me running,” Nick hoots edging past me. 


| can't believe | agreed to come here. Where is a table, and where's a waitress? | need a drink and | need it 


now. 
"Here you go, sweetheart." 

| take my Bacardi and coke from a waitress who has tasseled pasties hanging off her breasts and a bow tie 
around her neck. Nick is way too excited to be sitting at this table with dozens of naked women dancing around 
him. Drover looks at his watch and turns to me. 

"Whose bright idea was it to come to a topless bar?" 

We both look at Nick who actually giggles as a dancer straddles his lap and pushes her tits into his face. 

"If my girlfriend knew | was here, I'd never hear the end of it," he grumbles, leaning towards me. 

After slamming down his drink, Drover stands up and throws a couple of dollars on the table. 

"I'm going to the hotel. You coming with me?" 

| stand and start to follow him out when someone grabs my hand. 

"Hey, are you leaving?" 


| nod at Nick and he gives me his puppy eyes, batting his thick black lashes. 


"Don't go. Stay here with me.just for a little while." 
"Nlo-" 


"Please?" He's standing close enough to me that | can smell the bourbon on his breath. He takes hold of my 
other hand and his nose bumps mine. "C'mon. We're the rhythm section. We gotta stick together." 


| think for a minute... He did back me up during the show..and after the show. | wave Drover on and he leaves. 


Shit, what's a few hours at a titty-bar? 
It's pure hell, thats what it is. 


I'm not into women, but | can appreciate their beauty. | mean, | can look at them and think they're sexy or 
attractive. | don't even mind if they touch me. Its skin just like a man's skin. Okay, it's softer, but despite that, 
when it touches you, it touches the same nerves a man's skin does. And for some reason, men won't have a 


thing to do with me right now. 


I'm not a lesbian. I'm not bi-sexual. But I'm horny, and Nick gets this look in his eyes every time one of these 
dancers touch me or pet my head, and that look is kind of doing things to me. Its urging me, egging me on. So 
when one of the girls sits on my lap, | don't push her off..and when she puts her arms around me and pulls 
my face to hers, | don't back away. | just let her do it, and before | know it, she's kissing me..and it's not so 
bad. It gets better when she moves her lips to Nick's then back to mine. It's almost like I'm kissing him without 
kissing him, and before | know it, it is his lips on mine, then on hers, then on mine. After a few rounds of this, 
it turns into just Nick and me. His hands are holding my head, keeping my face turned to his. The dancer tries 
kissing my ear and then kissing his but after a while she gets up and leaves. When we finally break apart, we 
stare at each other wondering what the other one is thinking. 


Nick's eyes shift to the side. "You wanna leave?" 
As soon as | start to nod, he yanks me out of the chair and we scuffle to the door. 
"Taxil" he yells, raising his hand into the air. 


A yellow cab moves out of the parking lot into the valet area and we get in. | look out the window, watching 
the street lights go by. | don't want to look at Nick because | know if | do, I'll start kissing him again, and | 
probably shouldn't do that. Then it occurs to me that we are going to the hotel, and we're slotted to share a 
room together. That can't be good. I'm probably breaking all kinds of restrictions in my contract..so is Nick. 


The hotel isn't far, maybe ten miles away. We get there before either one of us can say anything. Nick pays 
the driver and then follows me into the hotel, through the lobby, and into an elevator. As soon as the doors 
shut we collide into each other, tearing at each other's hair, biting each other's lips, licking each other's teeth. 
| can tell I'm getting whisker burn from his moustache and goatee. My face tingles and feels hot. 


The elevator doors pop open on our floor and we walk hand in hand down the hallway. Nick slides his pass key 
into the card reader. The little light changes from green to red and | hear the lock click. He pushes the door 
open. Our room is completely dark. Who needs light? Besides, | can probably tolerate looking him in the eye 


better tomorrow if we don't see each other naked. 

| feel the hem of my t-shirt lifting up and then it's pulled over my head. A hand brushes over my left breast 
and then squeezes hard as a mouth continues pressing it's tongue into mine. | pull Nick's shirt up. It hitches on 
his chin. We break apart to pull it off and then | feel the soft hair of his chest brushing against me when we 
press back together. A bra strap slides off my shoulder, then the other follows. Arms wrap around my rib 
cage and unlatch the hook at my back and then | feel my breasts press against Nick's chest. We kiss again and 
then he pulls away to lower his head. My hands stroke his sinewy back. A mouth latches onto me and | gasp. 
Then a light switches on. 

"What the fuck?" 

| jump behind Nick, covering myself. His hands reach back, centering himself in front of me. Over his shoulder, | 
can see Drover laying in one of the full-size beds, his sandy hair ratted and puffing from the back. He rubs 
one of his squinting eyes. 

"What are you guys doing?" 

We stare at him. | don't know about Nick, but my mouth is dropped open. 


"You guys aren't..you're not..Nick, please tell me Bob is not naked behind you." 


He quickly turns his head over his shoulder, looks down at my tits, then up to my eyes. He smiles, and then 


turns back around. 


"Okay, she's not..she's only half naked." 


Sparring with the Champ in Room bbb 
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Disclaimer: The following is a work of pure fiction. It is meant for the readers' (and writer's) enjoyment and is 
not meant to harm or impeach the members of Megadeth (both past and present). Please don't sue me. 
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You know what? I'm actually glad Drover is in our room. Yes, now two of my band mates have seen my tits; 
that's bad. But if Nick and | had bumped uglies, that would have been much worse. I've learned from personal 
experience that sex amongst band mates can only lead to trouble. | must have suffered a moment of 


temporary testosterone insanity. 


"Dude, what the hell are you doing in our room? | thought you were rooming with Dave?" Nick squints at 


Drover. 


| was until Newsted decided to show up. Dave didn't want me hanging around with them. Apparently they had a 
bunch of catching up to do." 


"So, get your own room, man. This one's ours." 


While Drover and Nick dispute over who's staying where, | slip my t-shirt back on and exchange my jeans for 


boxers. 

"What are you doing?" Nick asks, pointing at my shorts. 
"Getting ready for bed." 

"No..no, 1no,no, no. Put on the camouflage lingerie, not that." 
Drover squints, shifting his eyes from Nick to me. 

"No, Nick. This was a bad idea. Let's just go to sleep." 
"Why?" 


| look at Drover and then grab Nick's hand, dragging him into the bathroom. When we finally get squeezed in 
there | push the door to. 


“Alright, now we have some privacy," he smiles, dipping his face to kiss my neck 


"No, Nick" 


| press his chest, but his arms lock around my back. 
"Nick!" 
"What's wrong? Things were going great at the club..in the elevator..in the dark" 


"Yeah, but how will this all work out tomorrow? And the day after that, and the day after that? Eventually 


you're going to hook up with someore else or | will and that will just confuse things." 

"Hey, if you want to bring one of your girls into the picture, I'm all up for that!" he smiles. 
"Nick, l'm serious!" 

"So am |l" 

Frowning, | crook my finger and thump his nose. 

"Owl What did you do that for?" he whines, patting it 

"Quit being such a stupid guy, Nick!" 

| can't help it, | am a stupid..wait!" 

"Let's just forget all this happened and remain friends, okay?" 

The corners of his moustache turn up. "Can't we be friends with benefits?" 

| shake my head. 

"No?" 

"No, Nick" 

His mouth sinks into a frown and his shoulders slump. Then he perks up again. "How about just one more kiss?" 
"Nick-" 

"C'mon, just one more and then Ill tell my little adventurer the expedition is off" 

"Your little adventurer?" 


"Spelunker, whatever." 


| don't know about-" 

"What's one more kiss going to hurt?" 

"Nothing | guess." 

Nick moistens his lips and moves towards me with a smile. We kiss softly, swaying with each other a little bit 
and the next thing | know, I'm being pressed up against a chrome towel rack, and a hand is snaking up under 
my shirt. 

"Nick," | whisper, nudging him away. "This is just making it harder." 

He huffs and lowers his eyes to his crotch. "You got that right" 

| chuckle and smile at him. 


"You know..." he whines, hitching his head to the side, "we could make each other feel so good.” 


"| know. But we could also make each other feel like shit, and that's the part lim worried about. | don't want to 


lose you as a friend.” 
Nick tilts his head down, grimacing. "Yeah, | wouldn't want to lose you either. You're pretty cool for a chick" 


| try to move away, but Nick's got his hands resting on both sides of me on the towel rack. He smiles. | jut my 


chin out and then thump his nose again 
"Fucking..Bob! Stop that! 

When he brings his hands up to his face, | squeeze past him and out of the bathroom. Drover already has the 
lights off | think | hear a little bit of snoring, but lm not sure. | pull the covers back on the empty bed and 
climb in Nick comes out, stubs his toe on something, swears a little, and then moves to my side of the bed 
"No, Nick" | whisper, clutching the blanket as he yarks on it: 

"Cimon, Bob. Where else am | going to sleep?" he whispers back 

"With Drover.” 

"Im not sleeping with Drover!" 


"Shut up," Drover moans. 


"You're not sleeping with me," | whisper again 


"Then where the fuck am | going to sleep?!" 
"With Drover!" 
"Shut the fuck up!" 


Then the phone rings. The little red light on the cradles flickers in the dark. Drover switches on the lamp and 


picks up the receiver. 

"Hello?" Nick and | watch him as he rubs the heel of his hand into his eye. "Okay." 
Then he hangs the phone up and turns the lamp off. 

"Who was that?" Nick asks. 

"Dave." 

"What did he want?" 

"He wants to speak with Bob." 

"In the morning?" 

"No..now." 

"Oh shit.” 

There's no way Dave wanting to talk to me at three o'clock in the morning is going to be a good thing..no way.. 


| slip on a pair of leopard print slippers, grab a pass key and head out the door. Walking down the hotel hallway, 
| feel like I'm being sent to the gallows. It doesn't help that Dave's room number is bbb. 


As | get closer to his room, | notice a bellboy coming towards me from the other end of the hall. He's pushing 
a food tray. Man, am | hungry right now. | wish that was going to my room. He wheels to a door and starts 


knocking. 
"Room service." 


663..664..665.. That's when | notice, the bellboy is at Dave's room. Just as | come up behind him, he starts 
pushing the cart through the doorway. Maybe if | can address Dave with witnesses present, he won't kill me.. 
or at least not hurt me too bad. 


"Now, that's all natural peanut butter on those sandwiches, right?" | hear Jason's voice ask as | make it 


through the doorway. 
"Yes sir, and organically grown bananas, just like you specified” 


Then | hear Dave scoff, "They deep fry the damn things in animal fat. | don't know why you're worried about 
additives and pesticides; the cholesterol is what's going to kill you." 


When | come around the corner, | see Jason, shirtless, sitting under the covers of one of the full-size beds. 
Dave is standing to his side wearing a white, terry cloth robe and wire-framed glasses. He's fingering some 


dollar bills in his hands. Both have wet hair, and | see a little jar of Vaseline on the night stand. 


When | move my eyes to the other full-size bed, | notice that the sheets have been completely ripped off and 
are on the floor in a puddle. As Dave hands the busboy his tip, his eyes catch me. 


"What the fuck are you doing here?" 

"You wanted to see me?" 

"In the fucking morning! Jesus Christ! It's the middle of the night!" 

"Drover said you wanted to see me now" 

"Yeah, well, fucking Drover must have his head up his ass. | said tomorrow, not tonight!" 


My eyes flit to Jason, who is getting out of bed. He has on a pair of black silk boxers. When he leans over the 
food tray, | notice across his backside, in red lettering, it says ‘Champ’. 


"Here, have a sandwich," he says, handing me one. 

"Don't fucking feed her!" Dave grumbles. "Then she'll never leave!" 

‘Ooh, its hot," | say bouncing the sandwich from one hand to the other. 

"Here, have a napkin." 

"Thanks." 

"Get out!" 

| stand with Jason and we nibble on our sandwiches together. Dave stares at us, his lip curled, eyes squinting. 


Jason mumbles with a mouthful of food, "Do you want some milk?" Then he turns to pour a glass. 


"That would be great" 
"Bob, get the fuck out!" 
"Fuck! Calm down!" Jason frowns. "She's just going to have a sandwich!" 


"Who the fuck are you? Benson? Mr. Belvedere? She can go back to her own room and get her own fucking 


sandwich!" 

"You know, this is why | don't like visiting you when you're on tour. You get so damn cranky." 
"Shut up, Jay." 

Jason turns to me. "He's not like this all the time, you know." 

"No, | don't know," | say, breaking off some sandwich and stuffing it into my mouth. 

"Fuck yall!" Dave growls. 


Then he goes to the sliding glass door, flips the lock and yanks the door back. When he goes out onto the 


balcony, some of the curtain goes out with him. 
"Hts rough," Jason sighs, "having to hide" 

| dont know what he means, but | nod anyway. 

"Im sure you can understand, with the lifestyle you've chosen Still, it's easier for girls" 
"What are you talking about?" 

"Your lifestyle..your homosexuality” 

| almost choke on my sandwich. "What?" 


"You don't have to pretend, Bob. | know all about it. Hell, everyone knows about it. Ross has pretty much 


dragged you out of the closet whether you wanted to come out or not." 
"Ross? Huh?" 
Jason frowns at me, and then one of his eyebrows hitch up. "You're not a..2" 


| slowly shake my head. 


‘Oh..oh..oh, shit" 
"But you..and.." | point towards the billowing curtain that has blown back in from outside. 
Jason drops his face into his hand. 


"Hey," | whisper, patting his shoulder. "Don't feel bad. It doesn't bother me that you are..and hell, it makes me 


actually like him a little..it explains why he's so anal re-..nevermind’ 

Yes, | am fucking lying through my teeth. It does bother me that they are..not because homosexuality is gross 
or anything..it's because | know l'm not going to get banged by Newsted. Fuck!! What are my options now? Shit, 
| might as well go back to the titty-bar. 

Jason's head raises and his face turns to me. "You won't..." 


"No, for crying out loud, no. Your secret's safe with me." 


"Good. I'd hate for it to get out. Ross has a few questionable pictures..Dave..me.. Next thing you know, he 
would be posting them on his fucking website like he did those ones of you." 


"What pictures?" 

"Some pictures of you and some brunette. She was cute. You have good taste." 

"Jason, | don't have the slightest clue what you are talking about." 

"Come here. I'll show you." 

| follow the Champ over to a desk in the corner. He flips up a lap top and signs in. 

"Soo" 

In Ross's "Diary", the first picture | see is of me lying with Gidgette, my face buried into her neck, my arm 
drapped over her waist, her leg wrapped around mine. The caption beside it reads: "Kyoko, you owe me a 
hundreds bucks." 

"Fucking..that asshole." 


"Hey," Jason breathes, "A lot of people swing both ways, especially chicks. It's actually pretty hot" 


My face turns to Jay and he winks at me. Huh? Is he saying he swings both ways? Does that mean | have a 
chance? What's up with that? Fuck, Dave would kill me if | moved in on his boyfriend. 


| look back at the lap top and | click on another picture. This one has me sitting up. At least l'm pretty sure 
its me. | can't see my face, but the body looks like mine and | see a flash of blonde hair on the side. Gidgette 
is straddling me, pinning my arms in front of her. She has a shit-eating look on her face..Then | notice she's 
holding a bright orange day-glow dildo the size of her head. What?! 

"Ross must have posed me..why would he..?" 

Jason shrugs. 

Then | notice a little piece of someone down in the corner of the shot. It appears to be someone's head.. 


someone with long dark hair. | recognize the eye. It's one of the two over the mustached mouth | was kissing 


earlier. 

"Nick!" 

When | move to start towards the door, Dave bumps into me at the sliding glass door. 
"You're still fucking here?" 

"Yeah, well, l'm leaving!" 

Half way to the door, | hear Jason 

"Tell her it's okay, Dave. We won't judge her, will we?" 


| swing around and see Jason has his arm on Dave's hip. Oh god, | hate this. They actually make an attractive 


pair. 

"What are you talking about?" Dave asks, backing away. 

"Hts okay. She knows about us. 

"The fuck?” 

Dave looks from Jason to me. | smile sympathetically and nod 
"What are you talking about, Jay?" 

"Us. you.me. Bob knows everything’ 


Jason leans into Dave and rests his head on his shoulder. Awwwww. 


"You..fucking..what the hell are you doing?" 

Dave pushes him away, causing Jason to fall on the bed, laughing. What's going on? 
"Come here, my hunk-a-hunk of burning love," he chuckles, leaning back on his elbows. 
"Jason? What the fuck is going on with you?" 

Dave looks to me. 

"I know," | say pointing from him to Jason and back again. 

"Know what?" 

"About you and Jason..you're lovers." 

"What?ll" 


Jason turns to push his face into the mattress. | can hear muffled laughing. Then his face pops up. He wiggles 
his butt. 


"Does this tempt you, Mustaine?" 
"Jason! Have you completely lost your mind?" 

"Hts not funny when its you, is it?" he scoffs, rolling to his back 
Dave's eyes roll up and he shakes his head 

‘What's going on?" | ask, really starting to hate these two now. 
Jason rolls back to his tummy to look at me. 


"When you were knocked out the other night, everyone propped you up in different poses with that brunette. 


Trust me, the pictures Ross used on the website are the least shocking ones." 

My lips press together. "Why?" 

Dave peers at me, squinting. He puts his hands on his hips and turns his back to me. | look at Jason 
"Tell her," he says, crooking his knee up. 


"What's he talking about, Dave?" 


He turns again. His tongue is pressing against top lip. 
"We thought it would be a good thing if everyone thought you were a lesbian 
My voice raises an octave. "Why?" 


"Fuck, Bob! I'm married! Drover's got a girlfriend. How do you think having a chick on board looks to them? And 
not just them..everyone? Shit! If you're a lesbian, that takes all the speculation out of why you're in the band." 


"| can't believe this. Dave Mustaine is worried about what everyone thinks..." 


‘Of course | am! When you get to my age in this business, credibility is everything. That whole fucking ‘Some 
Kind of Monster’ shit was bad enough." 


| shake my head. | can feel something hitch in my throat. "You're embarrassed of me." 

Dave looks to Jason. Jason looks to me. | hear Dave take a deep breath. 

"| wouldn't say embarrassed..it's just after Ross posted that first shoot-" 

| don't give a shit," | mumble. 

| spin around and head towards the door. | open it, stop, grab another fried banana sandwich off the room 
service tray, and leave. As | walk down the hall, | contemplate whether or not | should quit. | mean this has 


been my dream since | was sixteen years old. Now its turning into a fucking nightmare. 


When | get into the room, | feel my way along the dresser, cross over and feel my way along the edge of my 


bed. | feel a foot. Fucking Nick, that bastard. He was in on all of it. | yank the covers off. It doesn't wake him. 
| think for a minute. 

Yeah..okay...yeah. | got it. 

| slide into bed next to him and start rubbing my hand up his thigh. He snorts, coughs a little, then hums. 
"You like that, don't you?" | whisper. 

His voice is thick with sleep. "Oh yeah." 


When my hand reaches his boxer shorts, | find the slit in the fabric and slide my hand in. | feel him grow hard 
in my palm. Then it twitches. He begins to moan, 


Wow, impressive. 
"Mmmm." 


My hands move to his balls and | can feel the skin tightening on them, retracting. That's when | take a hold of 
one of the little hairs on them and pull 


"Ow!" 
His legs kick and he tries to get away from me, but | have a good hold on his testicles. He's not going very far. 
"Fuck! What are you doing?" 


The light switches on. | look up and see that | have Drover by the balls. Nick is on the other bed, his hand on 


the lamp. Drover moves away from me, cowering behind a pillow. 
"What are you doing, Bob?" Nick laughs. 

"What are you doing over there?" | hiss. 

"You said | couldn't sleep with you." 

My head turns to Drover. He flinches, pulling his legs up tighter to him. 
"What are you doing in my bed?" 

"Nick farts in his sleep. | figured you weren't coming back, so |-" 
“That's just great!" | yell, jumping up. "I'm not wanted anywhere!" 
"You're wanted over here," Nick chuckles. 


| go over to his bed. He smiles and pats the mattress next to him. | cozy up beside him and then push him off 
the bed. He hits the floor with a thud. 


"Hey!" 


| throw down a pillow, yank some covers to the floor and then turn off the light. 
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Author's note: l'm sorry, slashers. | tried, but | just couldn't make Dave and Jason homosexuals. | hope | didn't 


disappoint everyone too much. 
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not meant to harm or impeach the members of Megadeth (both past and present). Please don't sue me. 
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When | wake up the next morning, Drover is not in the other bed. | crawl to the edge, look over, and notice, 
that bastard, Nick is not on the floor below me either. | don't hear voices. | don't hear water running. 


Everyone's gone. I'm alone. | wonder what time it is. 
4:23 


Oh, hell. | bet Mustaine just decided to leave me here and put Newsted in my place. | look around to see if 
there's a Greyhound bus ticket anywhere on the dresser or night stand. No, | don't see anything. 


| scratch my head and get up. | go towards the bathroom. Then | hear a knock on the door. | look out the 
peephole and see Newsted on the other side. He has on a reversed black baseball cap, a fall of golden brown 
curls rolling down his neck and around his chin | crack open the door. 

"What? Are you delivering my bus ticket?" 

Jason smirks, shaking his head. "No. I'm just here to make sure you're still alive." 

"Yeah, well," my eyes shift to my fingers picking at a splinter on the door frame. "I am" 

"So lets go down for breakfast. Everyone's waiting on you." 

"Give me a minute. | need some time to get ready." 

"No time. Everyone's leaving in thirty minutes. Throw some clothes on and let's go." 

| leave the door ajar as | turn to get my duffle bag. When | turn around, Jason is in the room. He flops down 
on my bed and tosses his hands up over his head. While I'm getting some clothes, | notice him dig in his pocket, 
pushing out a tiny jar of Vaseline. 

My body hitches with a chuckle. 

"What?" he asks, unscrewing the top and using his finger to apply some to his lips. "You want some?" 


"No..thanks, but no." 


| go into the bathroom and change into denim shorts and a faded blue, vintage Mickey Mouse t-shirt. | push 


my feet into my old black Converse low-tops. | might as well get comfortable. From here we have two days of 


riding in the bus, and | want to make sure | have maximum mobility to kick Nick's ass while we're at it. 
When | come out, Jason's still laying on my bed, only now he's rolled to his side, talking on his cell phone. 
"Yeah, she's ready now. We'll be down there in a minute." He sighs. "Dave, fucking give her a break..at least.. 
fuck, at least let me ask if she wants anything." His eyes shift to me. "Do you want them to put in a food 
order for you? They want to get on the buses now." 

| lower my eyes and shake my head. 

"She says no, but have them make her some waffles-" 

"| don't like waffles." 

"Pancakes-" 

"Biscuits," | murmur, "buttered, no jam, with a side of bacon" 

“Buttered biscuits with a side of bacon," he smiles, "and one of those little containers of milk" 


| muster up as big a smile as | can for him. Its more like a grin, though. 


On our way out, he takes my duffle for me. Part of me wants to object, but heck, when is the next time 


someone is going to carry my luggage for me? 

"It gets easier," Jason mumbles, pressing the "L" button in the elevator. 

"It does?" 

He turns his narrow eyes towards me, nodding. 

"Maybe it doesn't," | reply, my voice sounding almost like a little girl's. "I mean, you walked away...” 

"That was different." 

"How?" 

"It just was, Bob. You're a woman. You have to expect that there's going to be difficulties. Heavy metal is still a 


man's world. You're not the sexy singer up on stage shaking her ass. You're the bass player. You're just like 


everyone else." 


"Well, back home-" 


"This isn't back home. This is the real world where you are a very expendable commodity. If you don't like 
what's going on, walk away, but just remember, this is just one tour. It's not your career, but this one tour 


can -make- your career." 


The elevator doors part and we walk out. Dave and Nick are waiting for us out front. Jason turns my luggage 


over to Hank. 

"Where's Drover?" | ask, putting my sunglasses on. 

"He's already on the bus," Mustaine frowns, eyes half-lidded. "He's not feeling too good this morning." 
‘Oh really? What's wrong?" 

"Somehow last night, he pinched a nerve in his groin" 

My eyes get big. "Oh." 

Nick chuckles, chewing his gum. "I think it's more of a strain" 

"Yeah, well, we have Bob here to thank for it just the same." 

As Dave walks off, | call out. "Tell him I'm sorry..pleasel” 

Nick pushes his sunglasses up on his head and hands me my breakfast. He looks to Jason and then back to me. 
"C'mon, Bob, let's go." 

| feel Jason's fingers slip around my elbow. 

"You go ahead. I'll be on the bus in a minute.” 


He squints, snaps his head back and walks away. Jason and | watch as he ascends the steps and disappears 
behind the smoky tinted glass and chrome along with Hank. | hear Jason exhale and | turn my face to his. 


"Don't let them get you down. If you do, they win 
"| won't. I'm better now." 


"Well, here's my number if you ever need to talk to someone who understands. They can't do anything to you 
that hasn't already been done to me." 


| take a business card from him. Its for his management company. On the back is his handwritten phone 


number. 

"Thanks." 

Hank whistles from the cab of the tour bus. | look to see him sitting in the driver's seat, waving me in. When | 
shift my eyes back to Jason, he's got his hands pushed down into the front pockets of his jeans and he's 
squinting from the sun's glare. 

"| guess | better go." 

"Yep, they're waiting for you." 

| get on my tip-toes and wrap my arm around Jason's neck and one of his hands grips my rib cage. 


"Come onl" Nick yells, poking his head out into the stairwell. 


| step away from Jason and up into the bus. Smiling, | sit on the couch and tap the business card against my 


hand 
"What's that, his number?" 

| nod 

"What? Is he your boyfriend now or something?" 
"Shut up, Nick" 

"Well is he?" 


| laugh and move back to the lounge. I'm going to get on the lap top and give Mr. Halfin a piece of my mind. 
Certainly there's a law being broken by having my unauthorized pictures on his website, and | think him hinting 
at the idea that l'm a lesbian could also be slander. | laugh for a minute and think that | really should make 
friends with Ellefson. He would know what | could sue Halfin for. 


| punch up the site on Nick's lap top and click on "contact me". An e-mail box comes up addressed to him and | 


begin typing. 


Ross- 

| guess you think its pretty funny to post pictures you took of me while | was unconscious on your website. | 
hope you had a good laugh, because | will be laughing all the way to the bank when | sue your ass for 
unauthorized use of said photographs and for the slanderous comments you made in regards to my sexuality. 
If you have an ounce of intelligence in your tiny English muffin of a brain, you'll remove them at once. IF not, 


you will hear from my lawyer. 


Sincerely, 


Bobby Ellison 


PS. When you come back for the Minnesota show, please bring all the photos you have of Dave and Jason 
Newsted together. Thanks. 


| send that off and take a nap in my bunk. | make sure the curtain is pulled and tucked in nice and secure. l'm 
not going to leave myself out in the open for Nick to play anymore of his stupid games with me. Besides, | can 
tell he's pissed at me, like he has any reason to be, the fuckhead. 


A few hours later | get up and check Ross's website to see if he took my pictures down | breathe a sigh of 
relief when | find they are no longer there. 


And then | read his blog for today. 


"Apparently Miss Ellison (the bass player from Megadeth) had a problem with some pictures | posted and 
some things | said about her on my site..She sent me a lovely e-mail eluding to the idea that she could seek 
financial restitution for giving false information to the public along with unauthorized use of "said" 
photographs..However, she signed a release with her management company stating that all images of her while 
she is a formal member of Megadeth are rightful property of Dave Mustaine's..He authorized "said" 
photographs..With his permission, | could post nudes of her if | pleased. She shouldn't worry herself though, as 
| took one peek up her shirt and thought I'd seen better bosoms on a camel. | wouldn't subject my audience to 
such displeasure. | only post art on my website. However, being that | like the overly immasculinated tart, | 
removed "said" photographs. Never the less, | still stand behind my comment that she's a lesbian. I've even 
heard first hand accounts that she was spotted kissing a topless dancer at a nightclub in Oklahoma..Poor 
Nicky. heard he had to drag her out kicking and screaming before she made a fool of herself." 


"Argghhh!!!" 

| slam the lap top shut and see Nick stick his head out into the hall from the front of the bus. 

"What's wrong?" 

| shoot him the finger. 

So, now that l'm no longer talking to the other half of the rhythm section, l'm playing a lot of Nintendo..and 
eating a lot of snack cheese. Unfortunately, I'm beginning to understand the term "tour constipation’. My jeans 
are unbuttoned because my gut is bloating. I'm crabby and gassy. Maybe when we stop for our evening meal, | 


can squeeze in a..or, | mean, | can squeeze out..oh, shit. mean shit! | need to shit. Fuck, there, | said it. Bobby 


needs to take a shit. 


The sun has already set by the time we stop. Someone chose a diner out in the middle of nowhere. It looks like 
it was once a Dairy Queen, but a tarp has been strung up over the red DQ sign It reads "Ma and Pa's Place". 


Oh well, | don't care as long as the restrooms are clean. 


| follow Nick in. No, we still don't speak. And | go straight past the red formica tables and fake wood laminate 


benches to the back. | hear a snicker when | slam my hands against the bathroom door. Asshole. 


After fifteen minutes of inactivity, | give up, go back out into the restaurant and order a banana split. Maybe 
the bananas will kick in and help. 


"Everything come out okay?" Nick smirks when | approach the table. 
"Fuck you, Menza" 


| spoon some whipped cream into my mouth and then turn to Drover who's sitting opposite him. When his eyes 
meet mine, he jumps a little and leans back. 


"Hey man, I'm really sorry about last night. | thought you were..." | turn and look at Nick then back to him, 


"someone else. Are you doing alright?" 


His voice is kind of strained, weak. "I've been sitting with ice packs shoved between my legs all day. | think my 
testicles have permanently retracted up into my body." 


"Dude, they're safer up there," Nick remarks, biting into a hamburger. 

"Can you walk?" 

He nods. "Just barely." 

Fuck, | bet Dave's pissed as all hell," | say, pushing Nick over on the bench to sit next to him. 


"| don't know. He's pissed at a lot of things right now. He's been on the phone all day yelling at this person and 
that." 


"Shit," Nick sighs, "I'm glad l'm not partnered with him on the buses this time." Then he eyes me sideways. "Not 
that sharing a bus with you has been much better today." 


My eyes narrow and | jut my chin out. "Yeah, | think | would rather ride with a pissed off Mustaine than you 


right now too." 


"What are you so fucking pissed off about, Bob?" asks Drover, sliding closer yet to the window. 


| start laughing. "Yeah, like you guys don't know." 

Drover shakes his head. 

| look to Nick and grit my teeth. "You know." 

He smirks and then shoves a bunch of fries into his mouth. 

"The pictures..the pictures you guys helped Ross set up..you know, the ones on his website with Gidgette-" 
“Bridgette-" 

"Whatever, Nick Like | was saying, the one's where y'all let the little lesbo violate me." 

Drover's eyes shift to Nick. "You let them do that?" 

"Oh, shut up, Glen, like you didn’t help," | scoff. 

"| didn't. | went to the bus with Marty when Dave carried you from the street onto the bus." 

The thought of Mustaine holding me in his arms kind of sparks the nerves in my groin Quickly, | shake that 
thought. He's still the bastard that orchestrated my exploitation on Ross's website. Who cares if he's a sexy 
bastard..okay, | do. 

After finishing my banana split, | feel even more bloated..and gassy..nuts do that to me. | spy a Seven-Eleven 
convenience store across the road and trek my way over there passing a splat of road-kill along the way. The 
bell over the door chimes when | go inside. A Middle Eastern looking man with his head propped up on his arm 
nods at me from behind the counter. 

"Hey," | smile. 

| go down an isle of little Debbies, Hostess cupcakes and loaves of bread, and then turn to go down another one 
that has little packages of aspirin, allergy medicine, and then | see it. "Nature's Way". Yes, it's a fucking laxative. 
It says on the green and white package that it's tasteless and odorless and that one squeeze from the little 
dropper equals one dose. This ten ounce bottle should last me all tour long, and for fifteen bucks, it better. 
"Nature's Way?" 

Yes, it's Dave. | can't believe he is standing over my shoulder, looking at me, looking at a package of laxative. 


"Tour constipation" 


| turn and look up. "Yeah, it finally hit like Nick said it would” 


Mustaine smirks and reaches around me to pick up a package of herbal sleep aid. 
"Can't sleep?" | ask. 


He squints reading the box and shakes his head. I'd like to tell him that | got something to help him sleep, but | 


have to remember l'm still pissed at him and he's married. Curses. 

Shifting sideways, he raises his hand and slides it underneath my hair to rest it on my neck. 
"Still hurt?" 

"Only a little." 


l'm afraid to move, and hell, | don't want to. He's dancing his fingers over my neck, pressing the tips into my 


flesh. 
| speak, but my voice comes out in a breathy whisper. "That feels good." 
And then he stops. 


"Better get back on the bus. We still have another twelve hours to go before the next stop. | suggest you 
postpone your trip down "Nature's Way" until we get close to the hotel” 


Then he pays for his sleep aid and leaves. 

When | get onto the bus, Nick is in the lounge playing Nintendo. He yells at the TV. 

"You fucking idiot!! Kick himl! | pressed the fucking buttonll! Kick himlll" 

| slide into my bunk, pull down the miniature TV screen from overhead and watch a Jackie Chan movie. When 
its over, | poke my head out into the hall. Nick is lying across the lounge couch, his body turned sideways, 
mouth open as usual, drool trailing down his cheek. That's when the little light bulb over my head lights up. 
Tasteless..odorless..a little dab will do you... 

| sneak into the galley and get the package of Nature's Way. 


"I'll show you, Menza" 


| hold the dropper to side of his lip and let the liquid seep into his mouth. One complete dropper full into the 
fool..then another. He shifts a little and swallows, scratching the side of his face. 


C'mon...c'mon. 


His mouth falls open again and then I'm able to get three more dropper-fulls into him before he shifts again. 
The next time, | put in two more. That should be enough, even for the shitmeister, Nick. Then | tuck the bottle 


of Nature's Way under the mattress in my bunk, and wait. 


Menzanator Shitanator 
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Disclaimer: The following is a work of pure fiction. It is meant for the readers' (and writer's) enjoyment and is 
not meant to harm or impeach the members of Megadeth (both past and present). Please don't sue me. 


Eventually | fall asleep. And then, | feel a hand on my arm. 

"Bob..Bob..." 

"Huh? What?" 

| open my eyes and Nick is staring me eye to eye. He must be sitting on the floor. 
"What do you want?" 


He leans closer and rests his chin on the edge of my bunk. His puppy eyes droop. "I don't want you to be mad 


at me anymore." 
| take a deep breath, stretch, and then yawn. 


"| felt pretty bad after Drover gave me that look at the diner. | mean, we're friends ard | let Dave and Ross 
fuck with you like that. It was pretty crappy of me." 


| roll to my stomach and pull my pillow up under my chin. "Yeah, Nick, it was." 


"lm sorry..forgive me?" 


"Sure, what kind of friend would | be if | didn't forgive you? Just don't do any of that stupid shit again, 
alright?" 


"Truce," he smiles, edging his hand up for a shake. 
"Truce." 


As | move to grip his hand, the bottle of Nature's Way pops out from underneath my mattress. | slide over 
trying to get it, but Nick picks it up first. 


"What's this?" he asks, waving it out of my reach. 


"Nothing, just let me have it" 


He leans back reading the label. "Nature's Way? Laxative?" Then he starts laughing. "I told you to stop eating all 
that cheese." 


| yank it out of his hands and toss it in the corner of my bunk. | try To think of what | would say if | hadn't 


used it on him. 

"Yeah, yeah, you told me so. Go ahead and say it" 

He smiles, leaning in again. "I told you so." 

| yank my pillow out from under my head and swat his face with it. 
"What's that for? You told me to say it!" 

"Shut up, Nick" 


Smirking, he shakes his head and gets to his feet. Thats when | hear a bubbling, grumbly sound. | know exactly 
what it is. It's his stomach. 


"Oh..shit..| don't feel so good," he says, scrunching up his face. 
Again, | try to respond like | have no idea what's going on "No? What's wrong?" 
"My stomach...” 


He bends slightly, clutching his gut. Then there's more sound effects from his intestines. It sounds like a soggy 


tennis ball bouncing through a series of metal pipes. 
"Bob..." He grits his teeth. "Ugghhh. Shit" 


There's another bubbly noise, and then something that sounds like an old door creaking. Jesus, maybe | overdid 


it. 

"Bob, you didnt?" 

I'm sorry, Nick" 

"You sneaky little fuck," he groans, crouching on bended knees. "What did you put it in? My soda at the diner?" 


| shake my head, grimacing sympathetically. 


"No? Then what?" 

"Your mouth." 

His eyelids clench tightly. | hear his shallow breathing quicken. "What?" 
"While you were sleeping." 


A little fart squeezes out and he turns his head to the tour bus's cab. "Hankl! Fuck!! You better pull over!!!" He 


faces me again. "How many doses did you give me?" 


"Uh..." | start counting on my fingers, trying to remember exactly how many dropper fulls | put in him. "Uh.. 
eight, | think” 


His eyes pop open. “Eight!!! Are you fucking crazy?!" 
"Well, | thought since you take that fiber everyday, that maybe you had a tolerance to laxatives." 
"Fuck, Bob!!! That might kill melll" 


| shake my head. "No, not kill you. | don't want to kill you. | just wanted you to suffer a little. Oh, shit, Nick! I'm 


sorry!" 

His ass makes a honking, goose-type sound and then Nick starts ambling towards the front. | follow him. | don't 
know why. It's not like | can help him any. Well, | guess | could wipe his ass when he's done..Fuck no, that's 
gross. 

"Hank, you gotta pull over now!" 

"We're out in the middle of nowhere," the driver responds. "I'm not stopping here." 

Nick's voice squeaks up into boy-band range. "Stop nowllll" 

"Not herel!" 

"Do you want me to shit on the floor?lll” 

Violently, the bus swerves to the right, throwing me and Nick up against the table and benches. As soon as 
the door pops open, Nick scurries down the steps, his knees locked together. When | start to follow, Hank 


pushes his hand to my chest. 


| don't think | would go down there if | were you." 


Then | hear Nick scream and something like water hitting asphalt. 

"What should we do?" | ask, biting my thumb nail. 

"Hmmm," Hank scratches at the side of his receding hairline and then pulls a cell phone from his belt. 

"Are you calling for an ambulance?" 

"Nope." He starts punching buttons and brings the phone to his ear. "l'm calling Dave." 

Panic..panic... Mustaine's going to kill me. Oh shit. 

"Hank, don't, please.” 

Nick screams again from the street and there's another sound of liquid hitting pavement. 

‘I'm sorry, Bob. The General's going to find out one way or another." 

| sit down at the table and sink my head into my hands. Through the pounding of my heart, | can hear Hank 


telling Dave about Nick shitting on the side of the street. Abruptly, Hank brings the phone down from his ear 


and eyes me crossly, 

"What?" 

"Nature's Way?" 

| nod. 

"Ooooh, you're in big trouble," Hank tuts, shaking his head 

"Is he coming?" 

"Oh yeah 

Five minutes of Nick's screaming later, | see the other tour bus pull over on the other side of the road. Since 
its nighttime, the lights illuminate the inside of the bus. | can see a puff of red hair trodding down the length 


of it, and then | see it bounce down the steps. This is it. I'm getting ready to die. 


Drover is the first one to board the bus. "Jesus." He waves his hand in front of his squinting face. "Now that's 
not something you see everyday. That's awful” 


| try not to pout, but | can't help it. 


Nick screams again and then | hear Dave, "Jesus Christ!!! Nickll! Watch my shoes!" 


A few moments later, Mustaine comes up the steps. He looks around and then once his eyes find me cowering 


by the table, they lock on me like a target. 

"Heh, heh, hi, Dave." 

He walks past me, his hand catching me at the arm pit. 
"Ow, ow, ow," | mutter, dragging along side him. 


When we get into the back lounge, he slides the pocket door shut behind me. Oh shit, he really is going to kill 


me. 
"Look, Dave-" 

"Shut up." 

I'm really sorry-" 

He sticks his finger in my face. "I said shut up." 


| stand there waiting for him to hit me or slap me or something, but instead his hand comes up to loosely hold 


my neck. | swallow hard, 

"You really fucked Nick up," he mumbles quietly, almost calmly. 
| nod. 

"| guess he deserved it" 

My eyebrows raise. His thumb brushes against my jawline. 

| bet you have a plan for retribution on me too, don't you?" 

| shake my head. 

"No?" 

| shake my head again 


"Why not?" 


His hand presses tighter to my neck and he moves me to the side of the door. 
"Why not?" he asks again, his face leaning into mine. 

"Because you'll fire me." 

"| should fire you now." 

"Are you? Is that why you dragged me back here--to fire me?" 

He shakes his head, eyes squinting, bottom lip dipping just a little more than normal. 
"You're just going to strangle me to unconsciousness instead?" 

He chuckles, and that's when | smell alcohol on his breath. 

"You've..you've been drinking?" 

"Maybe." 

"| thought you-" 


"If | want to have a fucking drink, I'm going to have a fucking drink," he snarls, leaning in closer. "It's none of 


your fucking business." 

‘lm sorry-" 

"Quit fucking apologizing. Quit fucking kissing ass." 

"Then fuck you." | whisper, my fingers prying at his hand on my neck. "Let me go." 

Dave presses his nose to the side of my forehead. "You don't really want me to let you go." 

| try to sound tough, but my voice comes out like a squeaking mouse's. "Yes | do." 

His grinning teeth are in the upper left hand corner of my peripheral vision | feel his hand slide from my neck 
to top of my chest and then fall away. He steps back and | try to compose myself by pushing my hair behind 
my ear. | can't look into his face. Part of me hopes he'll just walk away. The other part of me hopes he'll rip 
my clothes off. 


Then the pocket door slides open. 


"Hey," Drover says, poking his head in. "Nick says he has a duffle bag in here. Do you know where it is?" 


| shake my head. 


Dave reaches behind my legs and pulls a duffle out from under the couch. He pulls back the zipper and starts 
digging through it. 


"Let me guess. He needs another pair of underwear." 

He hands Drover some clothes and pushes the bag, still unzipped, back under the couch. 
"Thanks." 

The pocket door shuts and | shift my eyes reluctantly to Mustaine. 

"| guess | misread you," he whispers. "I thought you had some balls." 

| swallow hard, not knowing what to say. 

"Turns out you're just a scared little girl. How disappointing." 


Then | watch him push the pocket door open and leave. 


Minnesota Madness 
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finds enjoyment in it. Okay..off to the story.. 
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The distance it was supposed to take us eight hours to travel has now taken us eleven Every twenty minutes, 
Hank pulls the bus over so Nick can shit again. After a while, its only every hour, and then every hour and a 
half. Then we don't need to stop at all. Nick has shit everything out. Now he only emits intermittent whiffs of 
poo. 

To pass the time, we decide to play a game of cards. Nick sits in the bench closest to the door and | sit 
opposite him. | suffer through the god-awful smells emanating from his ass. | consider it extremely lenient 
punishment for my cruelty. 

"You're never going to forgive me, are you?" 

| take a card off the top of the stack in the middle of the table. 

"Eh..." The corner of his lip twitches. "Kings." 

"Kings?" 

"Do you have any kings?" 

"Oh, no..go fish." 

He takes a card off the stack. 

"Got any deuces?" | ask. 

Nick tosses two cards at me. One falls to the floor. When | bend down to pick it up, he farts. 


"Sorry," he chuckles. 


Well, at least he's laughing now. Last night he swore he was going to shit on me in my sleep, so no, | haven't 


caught any z's since my little nap in between overdosing him and making up with him. 


"Do you have any sixes?" | ask, pinching my nose. 

"Go fish." 

| draw a card. It's a six. "I get to go again | got what | asked for," | say, showing him my card 
Nick tosses his hand to the table. "I guess | got what | asked for too." 

"What do you mean?" | ask, picking up the cards. 

"Ah, payback's a bitch and she rode me hard" 

| laugh, "Nick-" 


"No Bob, | mean it. | don't know what | would have done if someone had posed me in pictures to make me look 


ike a homosexual while | was knocked out. | think | would probably ring someone's neck" 

For a minute, the image of Mustaine hovering over me, clutching my throat clouds my mind 
"| deserved it! 

"Huh?" | ask, drawing my eyes from the tour bus window back to his. 

He squints at me. "What's wrong with you?" 

"Nothing" 

"| bet Dave chewed you up one side and down the other: 

| shake my head 

"So what happened back there? He walked off the bus like he wanted to kick someone's ass’ 
| shrug. "He just.he told me to behave myself" 

"That's it?" 

Not really, but | nod anyway. 


"Hal | can't believe that! He fucking chewed my head off when | got Ellefson with the chocolate ex-lax flavored 
soy milk!" Nick's brow furrows. "Maybe he was glad you got me." 


"| guess so." 


When we get to Minneapolis, we check into a hotel. This time, I'm rooming with Drover. That's good for me 


anyways. | wou e up all ni wondering iT NICK was qoi o Make good on nis Threat. 
yways. | would be up all night wondering if Nick was going to make good on his threat: 


"Hey, I'm going to call my girlfriend, so don't make any noise," he says to me, picking up the phone receiver. . 


| lay my head down on the pillow and before | know it, I'm asleep. Suddenly, someone is nudging my shoulder. 
"Get up, Cinderella. It's time to get ready for the masked ball” 

"Don't you mean Sleeping Beauty?" | ask, rubbing my eyes. 

Drover scoffs, "No." 

After a shower, | put on my concert uniform, low-slung, faded jeans, black leather belt and smart-ass t-shirt. 
This one reads, "Got Dick?" That should keep the girls away from me tonight, and Ross should be there 
shooting pictures. Maybe he'll be nice enough to post one of me in this shirt on his website. 


When | get into the van with the rest of the guys, Dave stares at my chest. 


"Maybe | should have worn the one that says, ‘Stop looking at my tits'." | mutter, swigging on a bottle of 


gator -aide. 
"Don't flatter yourself," Mustaine grumbles back. 


At the auditorium, the tour manager rushes up to us as we exit the van. He pulls Dave aside. | can't hear 


what he's saying, but Mustaine's voice raises, so | hear him no problem. 

"So he decided to show his face here, huh?" 

The tour manager mumbles something else. Dave crosses both arms over his chest. 

"No, don't kick him out. Just keep him away from me. He can visit with Nick and the crew if he wants." 
Walking in the hall towards the green room, | turn to Drover, "| wonder what that was all about?" 


He shrugs. Then he nudges my arm and points to my right. When | turn my head, immediately, golden hair 
catches my eye. 


Ellefson. 


My eyes follow him as we walk past. He's talking to my bass tech, Jim, who used to be his bass tech, Jim. 
When he notices me, he smiles and tilts his chin up. | nod back. When | realize the corners of my mouth are 


Turning up, | do my best to force them down. 
"What the hell is he doing here?" | murmur, edging closer to Drover. 
"Who knows." 


During the show, | can tell Dave's even more on edge than normal. His body seems ultra rigid. His fingers jut 
around sharply on the fret board of his guitar instead of flowing gracefully like dancing tarantula legs. He keeps 
glancing my way, but he's not looking at me. He's looking past me. | finally turn my head to the right and that's 
when | see Ellefson standing in the wings. He smiles when our eyes meet. Quickly, | move back towards the 
front of the stage and swing with my beats. "Train of Consequences" is one of my favorites, so | try my best 
to get lost in it. | lean back as my hand slides down the neck of my guitar and then | bounce to the thumping 
that closes the song out. 


This is the time when Dave interacts with the audience. He has a little spiel he does. Usually he addresses 
some current events, the upcoming presidential election, the fighting in the Middle East, but tonight he talks 


about something else. 


"Kharma," he says, pressing his mouth to the microphone, pushing his hair behind his ears. "You guys know 


what that is, don't you?" 
The crowd screams in response. 


"What goes around comes around. I've had some people close to me stab me in the back recently. All | can say 


is..you better watch yours." 

Amid the applause, | turn my head to see Ellefson's response, but he's no longer there. | guess he took that 
fucking kick of a hint. When | look to Nick, he's not sitting on his drum stool. That's when | notice he's on the 
left wing of the stage behind a rack of Marshalls, squatting over a bucket. | guess his trip down Nature's Way 
wasn't completely done. At least he has a bucket. If | gotta go, I'm shit out of luck. Pun intended. 


"I think I've lost about fifteen pounds over the past twenty-four hours," Nick says as we walk down the steps 
off the back of the stage. 


He slips a little and then grabs a hold of me to keep from falling down. When | look at his face, it's kind of pale 
and pasty. His lips are dry and cracking. 


"Oh my god, are you alright?" | ask. "I bet you're dehydrated. Are you drinking fluids?” 


He closes his eyes and lets a heavy sigh. "I drink water. | shit water." 


"Oh, Nick. I'm so sorry." 

He hooks his arm over my shoulder and | clutch his waist. Now | really feel like a bitch. He's getting heavier 
and heavier. That's when | notice that Drover and Mustaine are way ahead of us. We're still in the darkness of 
the auditorium and they're walking down the lighted hall with the tour manager up ahead of us. 


"Somebody helpl!" | yell as Nick slumps against me. "Oh fuck!! Help mell" 


Ellefson pops out from the shadows and gets Nick from the other side just before | drop him. Together we 
drag Nick to a bench and set him down. 


"John!" Ellefson yells, waving someone over. "Get a paramedic!" Then he looks at me. "What's wrong with him? 
Has he been sick?" 


"You could say that," | reply, embarrassed that l'm the cause of all this. 
"Flue" 

Nick's head lazily rises, his eyes closed. "No, she poisoned me." 

"What?" Ellefson asks. He squats down in front of us and looks into my eyes. "Why would you poison Nick?" 
"Some pictures..." | stammer. "| overdid it a little." 

"What did you give him?" 

Nick farts. 

"Let me guess," Ellefson chuckles, "a laxative." 

| nod. 

"Payback's a bitch, isn't it Menza?" he smirks, patting Nick's knee. 

"Yeah, yeah, yeah." 


The auditorium lights go up and that's when we see two paramedics coming with their gear and a stretcher. 


As they cart Nick off to the ambulance, Ellefson and | follow behind them. 
"You're pretty good if you pulled one over on the Menzanator," Ellefson chuckles. 


| look at him as we walk. He's maybe two inches taller than me, if that. His nose is bigger in person than it is in 


photographs, but don't get me wrong, he's still fucking easy on the eyes..real fucking easy. 


As the ambulance doors shut and it pulls away, Ellefson turns to me. "You want to go up to the hospital? | 


have a car here. | can give you a ride.” 
"That would be great. Thanks." 


Ellefson drives a black BMW convertible; sexy man, sexy car. | should be shot, getting into it with him. l'm 


consorting with the enemy. 

"Why did you come here?" | ask, holding my wind rebelling hair at my neck as we fly down the highway. 
"Ah, | don't know. | thought Dave might talk to me. Turns out he's still p-o'd" 

"Well, you are suing him...” 

He's quiet for a moment, and then he turns to me. "I also had to see who he found to replace me." 

"So you were curious, huh?" | smile. 


That's when | notice the little bow of his top lip and that the bottom one is really full. It thins out when he 


smiles and dimples appear. 
"Yeah, | didn't expect to feel jealous of you, but | do." 
"Really?" 


He shifts his eyes back to the road. "Yeah, | guess it's like when your ex-wife finds another lover. You don't 


want her back, but she looks so good in someone else's arms." 
"| can understand that." 
He looks at me and smiles, "Nice shirt." 


We get to the hospital and head to the emergency room. Ellefson approaches the nurses’ desk and leans 


against it, resting on his elbows. 


"May | help you?" the nurse asks. She has the same kind of Minnesota-bred accent that Ellefson has only his 


is a watered down Californian hybrid. 
"Yeah, | need to find out how Nick Menza is. He should have just come in off an ambulance." 


The nurse looks over a clipboard. "I don't have any info yet. Are you a family member?" 


"Uh, no. I'm a friend” 

I'll see if | can find something out for you. Please have a seat" 

He taps his knuckle on the counter and backs away. 

We find seats in a row of baby blue fiberglass chairs. There's an old man sitting opposite us, a four-pronged 
cane by his left knee, a coffee can in his right hand. A woman who appears to be his wife is sitting beside him 
rubbing his back. Her hair is blue-black. | wonder if Nikki Sixx knows grandma stole his hair dye. 

"So you gave Nick too much laxative. That's pretty funny. How many doses did you give him?" 

"About eight," | reply, smiling at the elderly couple and then quickly shift my eyes away. 


"Eight?! Man, he must have really pissed you off! You said there were some photographs?" 


"Yeah, he and Dave posed me in sexual positions with another woman when | was passed out. Ross Halfin posted 


the pictures on his website." 


Ellefson laughs. "That sounds like something that would happen to Newsted. Well, shit, no wonder you poisoned 
Nick." 


"Poisoned really is too strong of a word" 

"Uh, we're at the hospital, so | don't think so." 

"Shut up, Ellefson" 

He laughs and then starts talking tech with me. 

"You didn't have much gear," he smiles. "You only had three basses from what | could see.” 

"Two." 

"Two?" he chuckles. 

"That last one is blown. | keep hoping Jim will fix it. He's re-wired it three times, but it keeps shorting out" 
"Have you ever tried Medulla?" 


| shake my head. Jesus, this dude is still smiling. How did he get through all those years with Mustaine and not 
get his head pinched off? 


‘Oh, you should check them out. | swear by them." 

"You endorse them, right?" 

"Yeah. If you're interested, | could get a deal on one for you." 

"Ah, no, maybe after | get my first check. Right now, I'm living per diem to per diem" 

"Oh..." 

My head snaps when the old man throws up into his coffee can. 

"Oh, shit," Ellefson mumbles, then turns to me and smiles. 

Fucking hell, quit smiling! 

Then he starts telling me about his book...yaddy, yaddy, yaddy..and his Peavy endorsement..yaddy, yaddy, 
yaddy..and his band, F5..yaddy, yaddy, yaddy... | try to keep my eyes open, but I'm really tired and listening to 
him talk is like watching golf on TV. My knee brushes his thigh when | shift sideways in the chair. | prop my 
arm up on the back and let me head rest on it. 


"There's these pick-ups that | use.. yaddy, yaddy, yaddy..." 


My eyes blink. The lids burn as they slide over my corneas. Oh, please quit talking, Ellefson.please... Pretty 


soon, | can't help but give in to the sandman. 
EIDILLITLELILL. 


I'm jolted awake by the sound of a ring tone. Oh my god, it's "Angry Again’. Ellefson's cell phone rings "Angry 
Again’. That's pathetic. 


He shows me the display. ‘The General’. Then he brings the phone to his ear. 

"Well, hello, Dave. To what do | owe this honor?" Ellefson looks at me and smirks. 

Immediately, he hands the cell phone to me. 

"Hello-" 

And immediately, | have to pull the phone from my ear so Dave's screaming doesn't split my eardrum. 


"What the fuck are you doing?!" | hear from the little silver phone l'm holding out at arm's length. "Why the 


hell are you with Junior’llll" Even the elderly couple, who are probably hard of hearing, hear it. | smile 


apologetically and look to Ellefson, who is also smiling. | guess he never really stopped. 
When the screaming subsides, | bring the phone back to my ear, and then have to pull it away again 
"You better get your little ass to the hotel right nowlll" 

"Dave-" 

"Nowllll" 

"Dave-" 

"What!!!" 

"l'm at the hospital." 

Silence. 

"Dave?" 

"Why are you at the hospital? Having your head surgically removed from Jurior's ass?" 
Ellefson starts laughing. 

"Nick passed out from dehydration" 

Silence. 

"Dave?" 

"Oh, shit. Is he okay?" 

"I don't know. We haven't heard anything." 


| look at Ellefson and he's turning his pointer finger inside his ear. He pulls it out, looks at it, and sticks it back 


in his ear. 
"lm coming down there. What hospital?" 
"Where are we, David?" 


Ellefson looks up at me, his finger still in his ear. "Uh?" His eyes squint. "We're at the hospital.” 


My mouth falls open and | blink, and then blink again. "No..what hospital?" 
"Oh," he chuckles, "Fairview." 

| open my mouth, "Fair-" 

"| heard him. The fucking putz said Fairview." 

Ellefson stops smiling. He coughs into his fist and then looks away. 


This is going to be interesting, having Dave and David in the same room. Well, if anyone gets their ass kicked, 
at least we're already at the hospital 


"Oh wait, there he is!" 


| turn my head and see Nick walking towards us. His face is kind of puffy, but his coloring is back and his eyes 
are sparkling. Ah, there's my Nick! 


"He's okay. We'll be at the hotel in a little bit” 

"| want your ass in my room as soon as you two get here, Bob. | mean itl! As soon as you get herelll" 
"Okay" 

"And don't make me wait!" 

| flip the mouthpiece up on the phone and hand it back to Ellefson | slump in the seat. 

"You don't look too happy," he chuckles. "Dave's going to beat your ass, but at least you didn't kill Nick" 


Menza sits down next to me and lays his head on my shoulder. | pat his knee. The elderly couple across from 
us smiles, and then the old man throws up into his coffee can. 


Ellefson turns to me. Yes, he's still smiling. "Okay, lets get out of here." 

No one talks during the ride to the hotel..okay, Ellefson does. | don't know what he's saying though, because l'm 
not listening. Nick lays across the backseat, still clad only in his black bike shorts, white socks, and white tennis 
shoes. I'm trying to sleep while my hair is flying around in the wind and tying up in knots. Knots, okay, just like 
my stomach. I'm not looking forward to getting back to the hotel, so in the blink of an eye, we are there. 


"Well, it was good to meet you," Ellefson smiles, putting his hand out. 


"Same here." 
"I hope Dave doesn't come down too hard on you." 


| nod, and reluctantly head towards the double glass doors. Nick follows up behind me. When we get into the 


elevator, he leans into the corner and tilts his head back, eyes closed. 
‘lm really sorry, Nick" 
"Don't worry about it. l'm fine now. After a good night's sleep, I'll be as good as new." 


The elevator doors part. Nick goes to the left. | go to the right. | know when | get to Dave's room, because | 
can hear him yelling through the door. | knock lightly hoping he won't hear. 


"Get your ass in here!" he yells, yanking me in. 
Dave grabs me by the collar of my shirt, pulling me around the room as he yells into his cell phone. 
"| don't give a flying fuck what they said!!! If that shit happens again, you'll hear from my lawyer!" 


He lets go of me to hit the end button on his phone. Then he tosses it to the bed. That's when | see the half- 
empty bottle of whiskey by the lamp. Oh, shit. 


He moves closer to me, eyes narrowed, lip curled. 

"You have fun with Junior tonight?" 

| step back. "Actually, no. He's kind of-" 

"Annoying." 

"Yeah." 

Dave turns and flops down on the bed. The hem of his t-shirt rides up when he brings his hands behind his 
head. | can see his tummy and some of the pale orange hair by his belly-button He closes his eyes and takes 
a deep breath. 

"You guys scared the shit out of me," he mumbles. 

"lm sorry! 


He props up on his elbows. "Shit, have a fucking seat, Bob. You look like you're about to take a running leap out 
the window." 


‘lm pretty tired. I'd actually like to go to my room now, if you don't mind." 
"| do mind. Besides, you're already in your room." 


He turns his chin to the right, and that's when | see a duffle bag in the corner..my duffle bag... 


Sleeping with Dave Mustaine 


Author's note: This was a very difficult chapter for me to write. Many reviews have indicated that the 
readers want Bobby to consumate a physical relationship with Mustaine, while others have expressed a 
different opinion. All | can say, is that | had to go with my heart on this one. | hope no one is disappointed. 
Mandatory Disclaimer: | do not know Dave Mustaine or any members of Megadeth. The following writing is a 


work of fiction and is only meant for the entertainment of the writer and those who wish to read it. No 


malice, impeachment , or disrespect of Dave Mustaine is intended 


NUNN NNNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN NNN 


Oh shit. | can't breathe. This has got to be a joke. Me? Sharing a room with Dave? No. 

"| thought | was rooming with Drover?" 

Mustaine sits up and bends to rest his elbows on his knees. "Yeah, well, his girlfriend is driving in. No one knows 
for sure when she'll arrive, but we do know she wouldn't appreciate you sleeping in the same room with him. 
Apparently, she's the jealous type." 

"What about Nick? | can room with Nick." 

"You have a problem rooming with me?" His left eyebrow hitches up. 

"Uh, no..no, | don't. | just-" 

"Then quit bitching, Bob." 

My eyes lower to the floor. I'm so tired, confused..and nervous. 

"Are you gonna take a shower? You fucking stink" 

And apparently I'm smelly too. 

"Yeah." 

He leans back and to his side as | move around the bed. | can feel him over my shoulder as | dig through my 


duffle. | can't find any clean boxers, but | can find some boy-cut panties and a tank top. This will have to do 


for sleepwear. 


As | walk towards the bathroom, | hear Mustaine snicker, "Here kitty, kitty?" 


| close my eyes and take a deep breath. When | turn around, he's dangling the panties Nick bought me off his 


finger and he's smiling bigger than I've seen him smile the whole time I've known him. 

"Ha..ha..ha.." 

| snatch them off his hand, storm into the bathroom and slam the door. | notice myself in the mirror and | 
look like Hank backed over me with the bus. My hair is kinked up and sticking each way off my head. The little 
bit of mascara | wear is smudged under my eyes, which are red and puffy. Someone beat me severely with an 
ugly stick. 

| feel better after my shower. Shit, | look better too. How could | not? Unfortunately, | haven't tried on any of 
these boy-cut panties before. | didn't realize half my ass was going to hang out of them. And fuck, they're 
lime ass green. They hurt my eyes just to look at them on me in the mirror. | slip on a black spaghetti strap 


tank top and grab my wide toothed comb. Its going to take forever to get these knots out of my hair. 


| walk out into the hotel room, and Dave is already in his bed. Well, he's sitting in it, the blankets pulled up to 
his waist. No shirt. 


"God damn, do those fucking things glow in the dark?" he snarls at me. 
| look down at my panties. "No, | don't think so." 
"Jesus, those are bright!" 


| try to ignore his bitching, as | dump my dirty clothes by my duffle and climb into my bed. Then | start 
combing out the knots in my hair. Water beads drop off onto my shirt as | comb through it. 


"You wanna watch a movie?" Dave asks, pointing the clicker at the television 
"Sure." 


He flips through the channels, each one preceded by him pointing the remote at the TV. After a while, he 
keeps pointing the changer, but the channels aren't changing. 


"Fuck..fucking..the batteries must be dead," he grumbles, slamming the controller against his hand. "Bob, get 


your ass up and change the channel." 
| turn my head to him. | know | didn’t just hear him say that. 


"Excuse me?" 


"Fucking, get up and change the fucking channel." 

"You get up and change the fucking channel!" | glare back. 

"You're closer." 

"Sol I've been running all over town all day! I'm fucking tired!" 

"Oh please, you wouldn't have been doing all that shit if you hadn't fucking poisoned Nick!" 
"| didn't poison Nick!" 

"Oh, stop your bitching and just change the fucking channel.” 

"Blow it out your ass, Mustaine." 


| feel a whiff of air on my face when a TV remote flies in front of me and hits the walls beside me. | squint 


when plastic chips ricochet back at me. 
"Fuck, Davelll You just fucking threw a remote at me’ll" 


"All | fucking asked was for you to fucking change the god damned channel. Jesus, it's not like | asked you to 
suck my dick or something." 


He flings the covers on his bed back like a cape and jolts across the room. He's wearing plaid flannel shorts. 


They dip in the back when he squats in front of the TV. 
"Jesus, you sure can be a fucking bitch." 


That's it. | can't stop myself. The comb that's in my hand flies across the room and pops him in the face when 
he turns to go back to his bed. Bull's eye..or better yet, Dick's eye. 


"Fucking..shitll" he yells, covering his face. 


When his hands drop, | swear | see hell's flames flickering in his eyes. His nostrils are flared and his lip's pulled 


back. 
Oh shit. 


He grabs the cable box off the top of the television, yanks the wires off the back and chucks it at me. It 


smashes just inches from my head. | turn my head and see a big dent and black mark on the wall beside me. 


"Davelll" 


| jump up to a standing position on the bed. | look for something to throw back. Fuck, all | have are pillows. We 
are so beyond pillows at this point. Actually, we completely bypassed the pillow phase right into hard objects. | 
spot the bottle of whiskey. | grab it. 

"Bob!!! Fucking..Put that backll Not my bottlelll" 


| hurl it, whiskey trailing out behind it like a squiggly auburn tail. He jumps out of the way. Crashlll-into the TV 
set breaking the tube. Shit, | missed him. 


"Fuck, Bobl! You almost hit mell" 

"You almost hit melll" | yell back. 

"You little raging cunt!!!" he snarls, stepping towards me. 

| look at the lamp but take the cheesy landscape painting off the wall instead. 

"You better think about that, Bob." 

‘Lam thinking about it. You take one more step, and | won't miss you with this." 

He steps forward and | lunge, bringing it down over his head. The canvas splits around him in jagged triangles 
and falls to his feet. Now he looks really pissed. His hair is hanging in his face like a copper veil. His hands are 
clenched into fists. | skitter back, but before | can get away, one of his hands clamps down on my ankle. 
"Bitch" he mutters, yanking my foot out from under me. 

| scream as | go down 

This must be a really cheap bed, because as soon as my full body weight hits it, the back part of the frame 
snaps and the bed crashes to the floor. I'm laying flat on my back, my legs elevated on the part of the bed 
that's still standing. 

"Jesus Christ, Bob. Go on a fucking diet." 

| crane my neck up and shoot the finger at him. 

"Promises, promises, promises," he snickers back. 

When | get my feet on the ground, Dave sticks out his hand to help me up. Together we look around the room 


at our destruction. We chuckle for a moment, swaying side to side, bumping into each other. Then we start 


laughing louder. | place my hand to my chest to catch my breath. He's bent over at the waist, his hands on his 


knees, laughing, coughing, laughing. 

"Shit, | hope you brought your wallet," | choke out over my laughter. 
Dave's head snaps up. "Me? | hope you brought yours!" 

The laughter stops. 

"You're the one who started it!" | frown. 

"The hell | did!" 

"Dave, you fucking threw a remote control at me." 

"But | didn't try to hurt you. | missed on purpose. You fucking hit me." 
"With a comb!" 

"You hit me in the eye!" 


We stand looking at each other face to face, our hands on our hips. He's scowling. I'm trying to, but | start 
laughing again. 


"Laugh it up, Bob, but it's your bed that's broken. Now you don't have any place to sleep.” 


"Oh shit." 


| look around. The floor is covered with plastic bits, electrical wires, pieces of wood. In some places, there's 


glass. Then | look to his bed. Then | look to him. 

"You're not sleeping with me," he snaps, shaking his head. 

My bottom lip pushes out. My eyebrows pinch to a peak over my nose. 
"No, Bob. You're not sleeping with me. Quit looking at me like that.” 
"Where else am | going to sleep?" 

"| don't know..the tub?" 

"Dave!" 


"Hey, if you had just gotten up and changed the channel, we could have both been happily asleep right now." 


"Fuck!" 
| bend down and pick up my whiskey soaked pillow, shake the broken bits off my blanket, and trod into the 
bathroom. | flick on the light. The tub is still spotted with water from my shower. | can't believe that 


bastard's making me sleep in the tub. 


| toss my pillow down and step in. My skin sticks on the dry parts of the tub when | try to lie down. | can't get 
the blanket to snap out and cover me. Oh fuck it. | just close my eyes and try to go to sleep. 


"Bob." 

That asshole..'m ignoring him. | don't even open my eyes. 

"Bob, come on. | was kidding with you. Get up." 

Still ignoring him. 

"Bob, | know you couldn't have fallen asleep that fast 

Nope. Still ignoring him. 

That's when | feel his hands wedge underneath me and pull me up. 
"God damn, Boblll" he grunts. "You do need to go on a diet!" 


| open my eyes and glare into his as he carries me out of the bathroom. He turns his head to the front and 
starts laughing. 


"You sure are stubborn" 
"Fuck you, Mustaine.” 


Then he tosses me onto the bed. Thankfully, this one doesn't break | scoot towards the wall and he climbs in 
next to me. | pull the sheets to cover myself. He yanks them back. 


"Quit taking all the covers!" | whine. 
"lim not taking all the covers. Just shut up so we can go to sleep.” 
| open my mouth to tell him to shut up himself, but he raises an eyebrow at me. 


"Good night," he says firmly, clicking off the lamp. 


"Good night" 


| shift a little. When my leg accidentally brushes up against his, | quickly pull it back. Then he moves. His hand 


grazes the cotton covering my bottom. 
"Sorry," he mutters. 


My arm starts to feel like it's pinching underneath me, so | shift back to my other side. Now l'm facing him 


again. 

"Fucking get still already," he hisses. 

lm trying.” 

Then the bed bounces as he flips to his back There's stillness for a minute. | can hear his breathing. | can't 
believe l'm laying this close to my adolescent hero. | can feel the heat radiating off his body. | can smell his 
scent..whiskey, Biolage shampoo and Tide detergent. There's no way | could get closer to him than | am now.. 
unless... 

No. He's married. That is one dream of mine that will never be fulfilled. 

"Good night, Bob." 

His hand edges over and rests on my knee. 

"Good night, Dave," | whisper. 

And then we fall asleep. 
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Author's final note: The summary attached to this chapter was a snippet from the version written before this 
one. 


Fooled yal ;-) 


Unwise Disclosures at the IHOP 


The following is a work of fiction. The author does not claim the described events took place or could ever 


possibly take place. No malice, impeachment, or disrespect is intended. 
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| think | slept only about four hours over the past two days. That's probably the reason why | can actually fall 
asleep. You would think being next to Dave would make me too nervous. Yet, here | am sleeping like a baby, in a 
deep, deep sleep. | might be dreaming. If | am, | don't know it. This sleep is nothing but blackness. Nice..resttul.. 
peaceful blackness..but..something tears through it like a sharp serrated knife. 


It stops. Ahhh, peace again. 

Then it comes back like a gassed up chain saw cutting through my ear drums. 

Snoring. 

Oh fuck. Dave snores..loudly. It sounds like I'm lying my head on top of a stuttering lawn mower. Damn it's loud.. 
so loud it's vibrating my pillow. | pop one eye open Then | realize it's so loud because my head is lying on his 
chest. Oh, man... 

| lift up through my shoulders, but there's weight on me..his arm. | gently pick his hand up by lifting his 
thumb. | start to pull away but he snorts, shifts, and pulls me back in close. I'm being smothered in Daveness. 
You would think that would be a good thing..but it's not. My face is very close to his armpit, and his body is 
like a furnace. Shit, he's hot. Okay, yeah, he's hot, but ! mean literally. I'm starting to sweat. 

"Dave," | whisper, tapping a finger on his chest. "Dave." 

He grunts and then shifts away from me to his side. Good. | start to move towards my part of the bed, but 
something has my hair. Ow. Ow. Some of my hair is stuck in his arm pit. Shit! | try to pull it with my hand. Ow. 
Okay, | got it. | pull away and turn my back to him. Good, I'm free. He's quiet. Now | can get back to sleep. 

| tap my pillow, fluffing it up a little. Then | realize | only have one little corner of blanket. Fuck, without the 
heat of Dave's furnace it's cold in here. | tug on the corner a little bit. | feel some resistance, and then the 


fabric gives. All right. Now I'm set. Now | can get some sleep. 


| close my eyes and take a deep breath. That's when Dave starts mumbling. | don't know what he's saying. It's 
gibberish, or pig latin, or maybe it really is Latin. Nick said he knew four languages or something like that. 


"mmmmuuuhhmmmrrrrmmmpppuuh'" 


Huh? | stifle a giggle with my hand. | wish | had a tape recorder. He sounds so stupid. 


Then he smacks his lips, and shuffles a little bit. Suddenly, a hand touches my hip. | remain perfectly still, 
hoping it'll just fall away, but it doesn't. It slides over to my stomach. 


"Dave..Dave," | whisper. 
"Mmmmrrrmmrr" 


Simultaneously, the hand pulls me while Dave draws closer. | feel his legs pull up and bend against mine. His 


arm squeezes me and his face nuzzles my cheek. Oh my god. We're spooning. 
"Dave..Dave..." 

| try to inch away but he only clutches me tighter. 

"Dave..." 


| give up. What's the harm in a little cuddling? There's nothing dirty going on here. We're both dressed. This is 
just innocent physical contact, right? No harm done. 


That's when | feel something prod me. 
"Mmmmmm." 
Fuck. Dave's got wood. Oh no. Oh no, oh no, oh no. 


He pushes it against me. | tilt my hips away from him, but he does it again | do my best to ignore it, but it's 


like someone anxiously knocking at your door..and this is very persistent knocking at my back door. 
"Dave." 

He shifts a little. 

"Dave?" | tap his arm. "Dave!" 

He jumps back, shaking the bed. "What?!" 

In the darkness, | can just make out his silhouette. His face is pointing at me, then it tilts down 
"What the fuck? Bob? Move over." 


| can't. I'm already on the edge." 


| see him look over his shoulder. 
‘Oh, shit. Sorry." 
He rolls away from me and | close my eyes. 


Finally, no snoring, no jostling, no groping. | can actually get some sleep now. | take a cleansing breath and sink 


into La-La Land. 
"Fuck, Bob, get up!" 


Bing, my eyes are open and the sun is pouring through the window. Dave is standing over me, fully clothed 
with a duffle slung over his shoulder. 


"Do | have to get a busboy to wheel you out to the bus in his cart or what?" 
| blink, trying to gather my wits. 

"Morning?" 

"Yeah, get the fuck up. We're heading out" 


| slide to the edge of the bed to get out, but fall to the floor when | can't untangle my foot from the bed 


sheets. 


"Nice going, slick," Dave chuckles. "I'm going down stairs. Get your ass down there in ten or you can thumb a 


ride to the next show." 


| roll over to my back and tilt my eyes behind me. | watch his upside down image walk across the ceiling and 


exit. 
"Bastard," | mutter. 


| get untangled from the bed sheets; throw on my traveling uniform-- a pair of shorts, my Converse, a plain 
white t-shirt, a baseball cap, and sunglasses-- and scoot out the door, trailing my luggage behind me. In the 
hall, | run into Drover and his girl at the elevator. They don't notice me because they're attached at the lips, 
only breaking apart to mumble baby talk and pet each other's faces. | think I'm going to puke. 


When we get downstairs, Rick, the tour manager, takes my luggage and waves me towards the IHOP next door. 


| drop myself into a booth opposite Nick and lean my head against the window. 


"You doing alright, Bob?" he asks, dumping a shit load of sugar into his coffee. 


"Eh." 

"Late night?" 

"You could say that." 

Then Dave slides into the booth next to me. 

"What's wrong with her?" Nick asks him. 

"Fuck if | know. She must have some sort of sleep apnea or something. All she did was toss and turn all night." 
Nick's eyes shift to me. 


"Sleep apnea?" | scoff, yanking my sunglasses off. "Try sleeping with an outboard boat motor growling in your 


ear and see how rested you feel in the morning," 
"Huh?" Dave squints. 

"You fucking snore." 

Nick's eyes shift to Mustaine. 


"Yeah, well you fucking moan in your sleep. | thought someone was working you over with a vibrator or 


something." 

Nick chuckles and looks back to me. 
"Yeah, well, you take all the covers!" 
Nick's eyes get big then shift to Dave. 


"Shit, you fucking crawl around like a rooting animal. | thought | was going to have to tie you to the headboard 
to keep you off me." 


Nick's mouth drops open as he turns to me. 
"Keep me off you?! At least I'm not poking you in the ass with my morning woodll" 
Dave's eyebrows shoot up and he turns to Nick. 


"What the fuck, guys? It sounds like you two slept in the same bed" 


That's when a very unhappy Rick shows up at our table. 


"What in the hell happened to your hotel room?" he asks, scowling at Dave. "Do you know how much money | 


just had to shell out?" 

"Hey, Dude, it was her fault," he says, hooking his thumb to me. 
"My fault?!" 

Rick's eyes zoom to me. "How did you break the bed?" 

| look at Nick. He blinks at me, his mouth agape. 

"Dave threw me down on it!" 

Mustaine starts chuckling. 

"What?" Nick asks, his eyebrows pulling in. "You did what?" 


"Get your bike shorts out of a wad," Dave smirks. "That was after she broke a painting over my head and 


threw a bottle at me." 

"Hitting the television,” Rick adds. 

Nick smiles at me. "You little fucking hellion!" 

"Hold up. Let's put all this into perspective," | defend, straightening my posture. "I only did that after you 
almost nailed me with a television remote in the face, and hurled a cable box at my head. | think my actions 
were justified." 

"Fuck," Nick scoffs, looking to Dave. 

"Yeah well, you were acting like a fucking diva cunt. | had to bring you down a couple of notches." 

"Because | wouldn't change the channel on the TV?" 

Nick interjects, "Hell, he beat the shit out of me once just for breathing." 


Dave drops his head in his hands and starts laughing. "I remember that. That was Birmingham-" 


"Countdown to Extinction tour" Nick smiles, and then they slap hands. 


"Okay, alright,” Rick huffs, laying a receipt down in front of Dave. "Here's the bill for the damage." 
"Holy shit!" he growls. "Two thousand dollars?" 
"Two thousand, four hundred, twenty-six dollars and eighty-one cents, to be exact," Rick corrects. 


"Shit, Bob, | can't believe it cost me over two thousand dollars to sleep with you! | should have at least gotten 
a blow job for that." 


| peer at him, using every ounce of restraint | have to keep myself from yanking out that red hair of his. 
Nick laughs, "And to think | almost got her for free." 


That's when the look of merriment disappears from Dave's face. His eyes squint and he edges over the table, 


"What?" 

"Uh, nothing, dude. | was just kidding” 

"Have you two hooked up?" he asks, turning to me. 

Ko 

He looks back to Nick, cocking an eyebrow. 

"No, man, | was just kidding. really" 

"You better be” 

Then Dave gets up. He and Rick walk away, but not before tossing a suspicious glance our way. 


"Thanks a lot, Nick" 


Broken Contracts and Severed Ties 


This is a work of fiction No malace or impeachment to Dave Mustaine is intended. The writer does not state 
or imply that these events took place or could ever take place. Any resemblance to actual events is purely 
coincidental..or is it? 


Author's note: You'll always be THE drummer for Megadeth to me, Nick. 
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After shoveling down a plateful of biscuits and gravy, | follow Nick out into the parking lot. When we get to the 
back of the hotel, | notice Hank pulling luggage out from the belly of the bus. 


"What's going on?" | ask. 
"Bus switch." 
"Bus switch?" 


| squint my eyes, trying not to look at Hank's plumber-butt as he bends over to fish more luggage out. My 
face finally turns to Nick. His hands push to his hips. 


"Ah, fuck. Who's going, me or Bob?" 

"Bob." 

Panic rises in my chest. "Me? Why me? What bus am | going on?" 

Hank huffs and sits back on his haunches. He takes a deep breath. "The tech bus." 
Nick starts laughing. 

"The tech bus?" | cry. "Why? Why am | being moved to the tech bus?" 


| hear the crunch of gravel as someone walks up behind me. Turning, | see Dave. He squints one eye from the 
morning sunshine on his face. 


"What's going on?" | ask. "You're having me changed to the tech bus?" 


His head pops back on his neck. "What the fuck are you talking about?" 


| point at Hank. "He's taking my shit to the tech bus." 

"You got a problem with the techs?" Dave responds, the corner of his mouth hitching up to a half -smile. 
My mouth falls open and my eyes shift. "Uh, no..but shouldn't | be on the musician bus since l'm a musician?" 
Dave pokes his tongue up against his lip and looks to the side. 

| feel my face scrunch up. "Fuckin’..fuck, Dave, what's going on?" 

| requested a bus change. | don't think | trust you and Nick together anymore." 

My eyebrows knit. "Huh?" 


Nick sidles up behind me. "Dave, | was kidding when | said that shit in the diner. Really, Bob and | have been 
nothing but friendly with each other. There's nothing going on, | swear." 


Arms cross over Dave's chest and his lip hitches up. "Hmmmm, well, you see, | just heard something from the 
roadies about you guys necking at a topless bar." His eyes shift to me. "I would say that's a little more than 
friendly, wouldn't you?" 

"Heh," | nervously chuckle. "I can explain that" 

Dave's eyebrow arches. "You can?" 

Nick turns to me. "You can?" 

| swear I'm feeling less and less guilty about poisoning him all the time. Fucking putz. 

"Yes, | can" 

Dave's hand waves me in. "Let's hear it" 

"Um..um.." | bite my lip. "Well, you see, there was this girl hitting on me...” 

Expressionless, Dave blinks. "Yeah..and?" 

"Uh, she was coming on pretty strong and she wasn't taking any hints..." | look to Nick. 


"And | intercepted." 


"You intercepted?" Dave asks, turning to Nick 


"Yeah, | pretended that Bob was my, uh, my girlfriend so this chick would leave her alone." 
Two dark eyes move back to me. 

"Yeah, that's why that happened," | confirm. 

Dave shifts his gaze to Nick and then back to me again. 

"Please don't stick me with the techs," | plead. 

He blinks at me. Shit, | don’t think he's buying it. 

"Okay," he sighs, turning towards the bus. "Hank, Bob's stuff isn’t going to the tech bus." 
Yeal 

"Its going to mine." 

Oh fuck. 


The dark eyes shift to me as a finger pokes my chest. "I thought you and | were developing some sort of 
mutual respect for each other. But you just fucking lied while looking me straight in the face. | hate that." 


| grimace, leaning back. 


"I won't tolerate lying from my band mates." His eyes shoot to Nick and then back to me. "Now get your crap 
and get on the bus. We're leaving now." 


| stand there, my mouth dropped open, watching Dave walk to his bus. Nick elbows me. 

"You really fucked up now, Bob 

Slowly, | turn to him. Then | very casually punch him in the gut. | hear his breath shoot out in a huff 
"Fuck.ugh..Bob:" 


He starts cursing something else as | walk on to my former bus to get my duffle and pillow. As | walk past 


him towards my new bus, he's still bent over, breathing obscenities. 
"See ya, Nick," | wave. 


When | climb the steps to Dave's bus, | realize Nick and | had the shit bus all along. Walking on here is like 
walking into a luxury hotel. Mine and Nick's bus was like Motel Six compared to this. My eyes widen as | take in 


all the black leather and glossy oak. The recessed lights put a warm yellow glow on everything. | turn when | 
hear the driver come up the steps. 


"Hank?" 

He gives me a military salute as he takes his seat. 

"You got switched too?" 

His burly gruff of a voice mutters, "I go wherever you go." 

"That's right," | smile, "you're my bodyguard." 

"Fucking babysitter is more like it” 

My smile fades as | fall into the couch. Lazily, | lull to the side as the bus lurches forward. When | lean to look 
down the hall, | see the pocket door to the back lounge is shut. Mustaine has closed himself off from me. Fuck 
this sucks. 


"| guess I'll just make myself at home then" 


| go into the galley and look through the cabinets. Nothing. | open the fridge. Two bottles of Stoli are laying on 


their side in the icebox. 
"Well, well, well," | mutter, pulling one out. "Half empty, huh?" 


Apparently Dave's been violating his own contracts. Why should he be so pissed that | almost violated one of 


mine? 

| put the vodka back and grab a diet coke. There's a snap when | pop the tab back. 

"That better not be one of my sodas," | hear from behind the pocket door. 

‘It's not," | reply taking a sip. 

| don't know if it is or isn't, but shit, he already thinks l'm a liar. What difference does it make now? 
The pocket door pulls back. 


"The diet cokes are mine," Dave grumbles. He edges up to me, takes the can from my lips. "This is mine." 


Looking at me, he leans in to take a sip. 


"| spit in it," | smirk 


"No you didn't." 
"Yes | did" 


He looks down into it as if he could see into the can. Then he brings it to his mouth and takes a big swig. After 


he swallows he bends down into my face. 
"I can tell when you lie, Bob." 

"Oh, you can, can you?" 

He nods. 

"How?" 


"Your eyes widen just a bit. You're like a little fucking kid" He smirks and then makes a sad puppy face. He talks 
in a child-like voice, "I didn't take the cookie, Mommy. Honest.” 


| cross my arms over my chest and scowl at him. 


"Don't lie to me," he says, pointing at me, still holding the can, "Well, it doesn't really matter now. I've got you 
figured out anyway. Lie to me all you want. I'll still know the truth." 


| watch as he takes another drink and then hands me back the can. When | go to take it, he yanks it back. 
"One question." 

"What?" | ask, eyes squinting. 

Dave moistens his lips, dark eyes never leaving mine. "How far did you and Nick go?" 

| squint harder. "That's none of your business." 

"Yes. It is. Answer the question. Did you fuck him?" 


| stare at him for a moment and decide | just won't answer that. It's none of his goddamned business. As | 


start to edge past him, he clutches my arm. 
"Bob, answer the question’ 


"Why do you care, Dave? What difference does it make to you? If Nick and | ever did do anything, we'd still 
work together just fine." 


"You think so?" 
"| know so." 


"You don't know shit, Bob. Men are fucking dogs..territorial. If you gave yourself to Nick, it's going to screw 


everything up. | know him, and it will” 
"Well, you don't have to worry because it didn't get that far." 
"| guess you don't remember that part of the contract either, huh?" 


| stare at him for a moment. Don't do it. Don't do it. Itll cause nothing but trouble. Oh shit, here | go. 


"What the fuck are the goddamned contracts for anyway?" | huff, opening the ice box. | yank a bottle out and 


hold it in front of his face. "You don't honor yours so why should anyone else?" 
His eyes dart to the side and his chin juts out. 

"What | do is none of your business.’ 

| scoff, "Oh really? Then why is what | do, yours?" 

"Look, Bob, I'm trying to watch out for you-" 


"Why?!" | hiss. "Why, because l'm a girl? Shit, Dave, why did you fucking hire me if you couldn't stand the fact 


that l'm a woman?" 
| never said | couldn't stand it. You just require special considerations, someone to watch over you." 


"Dave," | say, taking a deep breath to smooth my voice out. "| haven't had a father in twenty years. | certainly 


don't need you trying to be mine now." 

He leans against the counter and grips the edge with his hands. 

| don't want to father you, Bob. | just don't want to see you get hurt" 
"l'm a big girl, Dave. | can handle hurt. I'm tough. | can take it" 

Edging past him, | take a seat on the couch across from him. 


"You forget | can tell when you lie." 


| look up at him, my lips pursing. Fuck, I'm beginning to hate him. 
He brushes his hand under his nose and looks down. "| know more about you than you think" 
"Really? Just what do you know?" 


The dark eyes bounce up, locking on to mine. "You've never been on a real tour before. That was lie number 


one. 
| swallow down a burl of nerves and cast my eyes out the window. 
"Im not stupid, Bob. You didn't think I'd find out?" 

"But you let me in the band anyway?" 

He nods. 

"Why?" 


"You have a lot of feeling in your playing, like you breathe it or something. It just oozes out your pores. | 


haven't seen that kind of passion in a long time." 
My eyes find his again 
"Songs | thought were dead and gone came back to life with your presence in them." 


| feel myself soften around my bones. My blood runs warm through my veins. Praise and flattery just do that 


to me especially coming from someone | respect so much. There's got to be a "but" somewhere in here. 
"But, just like a woman, you let yourself get swept up in the moment without thinking.’ 
Like | didn't know that was coming. 


He crosses his arms over his chest. "| would hate to see you fuck your career up for a few moments of 


sweaty grunting.” 

| sarcastically chuckle and look away from him again. 

"Look, Bob," he says sitting down next to me, "if you need something to do, do this instead of doing Nick" He 
hands me an acoustic guitar. "I liked your originals that | heard at your show. Maybe when all this is said and 


done, you might have something to take away from here. | always did my best writing on the road." 


| place the guitar over my knees and lean into it. As | slide my fingers over the fret board, there's a whine 


from the grooves of my skin scraping over the grooves of the metal strings. 

"Get intimate with that, not my drummer. Got it?" 

Dave gets up and retreats to his hideout in the back. | play for a couple of hours, getting lost in the warm 
tone of the acoustic. | relax and start to feel good about the transition into Dave's bus. He's right; | should be 
channeling my creative energy instead of trying to get laid. Then Hank barks something from the front. 
"What? Did you say something?" | lean forward to catch a glimpse of Hank talking on a cell phone. 

"Oh hell. Are you sure?" he chufts. 

Curious, | set the guitar down and step towards the front. 


"Is everything alright?" | ask, placing a hand on his shoulder. 


When he turns to me, | can't see his eyes because of his sunglasses, but | can see by the lines running at 


angles from his nose to his mouth that something is wrong. Something is terribly wrong. 
"What is it, Hank?" 

He folds the cell phone shut and tosses it to the dashboard. 

"Its no good, Bob." 

"What's no good?" 

Hank runs a hand over his mouth, sliding it down his chin. 

"Hank?" 

He lifts his glasses up to his forehead. His grey-blue eyes look tired, distressed. 
"Hank?" 

He grabs a hold of my hand and squeezes. 

"Bob," he mutters as | turn to see the lounge pocket door slide open "Nick's gone." 
| swing back to meet his gaze. "What do you mean, gone?" 


He shakes his head and turns his face back to the road. 


| look over my shoulder to see Dave standing behind me. His eyes are dark, cold, hallow. | start to open my 


mouth, but he knows what l'm going to ask, so he interrupts me. 
"Nick is going home." He shifts his eyes away from me and pushes both his hands up through his hair. 
"Dave?" 


He looks back to me and | see his adam's apple bob when he swallows. Then he places his hands on my 


shoulders. 


"Nick," he stops to take a deep breath, "has been fired. He is no longer the drummer for Megadeth." 


Tears in a Dixie Cup 


The following is a work of fiction. No disrespect or impeachment of Dave Mustaine is intended. 
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Frantically, | shrug out of Dave's grasp. | rub my hands over my arms where the feel of his touch lingers. 
"Don't fuck with me Dave," | hiss. “It's not funny." 

His eyes narrow and look away. "I'm not fucking with you. Nick is out of the band" 

My stomach tightens up and | have to force myself to take a breath, 

‘| can't believe this shit... Why?" 

He doesn't answer me. Instead he turns to take a seat on the couch. 


"I told you we didn't sleep together." My voice shimmies. | can keep the tears from my eyes, but | can't keep 
them from my throat. 


Dave pushes his legs out in front of him and covers his face with his hands. 
"You can't fire him for kissing me!" 
"| didn't," he sighs. 


When he looks at me, | can see pain in his eyes. It doesn’t ease the hurt in me..or the anger..or the fact that | 
want to beat my fists on him. My hands clench at my side as | try to compose myself. 


"Then why? Why did you fire him?" 

Again he rests his wounded eyes on me. "You didn't read any of that paperwork, did you?" 

"Which part, Dave? Shit, that agreement was over a hundred pages. Who spends all the time to read it?" | stop 
to take a breath and then start up again. "What, we can't scratch our asses or something? No nose picking? 
What is it? What stipulation, or addendum, or whatever, did Nick violate? No farting?" 

The dark eyes blink "Steve found a bag of marijuana under Nick's mattress in his bunk." 


"Weed? You fired Nick over a bag of dope?" | scoff. "You've got to be fucking kidding me." 


| can see a wave of irritation slide over Dave's face. He pinches the bridge of his nose and shuts his eyes. 


"| can't believe this. This is so fucking stupid,” | add. 

He crosses his arms over his chest and scowls at me. "Bob, tell me you're not in on it too." 

"What if | am? What are you going to do about it? Fire me too? Are you and Drover going to travel the 
country as Megadeth Unplugged? | mean, that's probably the only way the tour can continue without a 
drummer and bass player." 


‘Ive already got another drummer lined up. If | have to get a bass player too, then, so be it" 


My throat itches again, causing my voice to quake when | speak. "You don't give a shit about anybody, do you? 
We're all just puppets you like to make dance! One false move and you cut the strings!" 


"You might think to ask Nick if that joint was worth putting this tour in jeopardy. Bob, this isn't the first time 
I've had trouble with Nick He knew that one slip up would send him home, yet he took the chance anyway. 


A tear spills down my cheek and | quickly turn away. | can't look at him. | don't want him to see me cry and l'm 
afraid l'Il punch him if he continues staring at me like that. 


"Bob, you haven't done anything but drink, right?" | hear him stir in the stiff leather of the couch. His voice is 


soft, cracked. "Please tell me you haven't..shit..and fucking mean it. Don't lie to me. | have to know." 
| can't speak. | just shake my head and wipe the tear from my cheek. 
"Look at me, Bob." 


| scoff and turn back to him. | make my eyes as wide as | can and lean into him. "No, goddamn it! | haven't done 


any drugs!" 

"Fuck, Bob!" he yells, rising from the couch. "Don't make this harder than it already is!" 

| press my lips together as he nudges past me to the lounge. | hear the door slide open and shut behind me 
and then moments later it slides again. Suddenly, there's a hand clutching my arm tightly, the tips poke into my 
skin 

He grumbles, dragging me down the hall, "This will tell the truth." 

Dave pushes me into the lavatory, knocking me against the wall. He shoves a lidded dixie cup to my chest. 


"What's this?" 


"lts a fucking cup, what does it look like?" 


My body hitches with a sarcastic laugh. "A piss test? You want me to take a fucking piss test?" 


Dave leans in, bracing his arms against each side of the doorway. "You agreed to random drug testing when 


you joined the band, remember?" 

| feel my mouth drop open 

"You didn't read a goddamned thing in that contract, did you?" 

He shakes his head and then grabs me by the waistband of my shorts. 

"What the fuck are you doing?" | yell, pushing him away. 

"Drop your pants! You're fucking pissing in that cup right now or you're fired!" 


| toss the cup into the sink and hit my hands to his chest. "Well, | guess I'm fired, because l'm not pissing into 


a cup!" 


"Fuck!" he hisses, pushing me back into the bathroom. "You're not quitting! You're taking the fucking drug test 
if | have to make you do it myself!" 


| push at him again but he blocks the whole doorway. | can't get past him. We must look like one of those 
twirling balls of dust and arms during fight sequences in cartoons. | wish this was funny like that, but it's not. 


"Stop!" | yell as he wrestles to get my wrists over my head. 


He takes hold of them in one of his hands. The other goes to my belt. Our hips bump up against each other as 
we continue to fight. | try to yell again, but my face is pushed into his shoulder. 


"Why do you have to be so fucking stubborn, Bob?" he grunts, pressing his legs to mine to stop me from 
kicking him. "You'd rather walk away?" 


He roughly tugs the belt out from its loops causing my pelvis to buck against him. | hear the metal buckle 
clank as it hits the floor. | try to bite his shoulder as he starts tearing the fly of my shorts open When | get 
a nub of his skin in between my teeth, he cries out and backs up. His hand goes to my throat, pushing my 
face up to his. 

"What the fuck is wrong with you?!" 


Tears leak from my eyes when he stares into them. 


"Why are you making me do this?" he asks, his voice softening. "Nick means that much to you?" 


| close my eyes and nod. 

His hands drop from my wrists and throat. 
"You're in love with him." 

My eyes shoot back to him. 


"No," | reply, shaking my head. "He's my friend..shit, for the past month, he's been my only friend. Now..all | 


have is..shit, all | have is you." 

Dave looks down and then turns his head away. He takes the cup from the sink and hands it to me. 
"Please, Bob, just take the test. Steve's waiting at the next stop for it" 

| look down at it as | take it from him. 


"Come on," he sighs. "I'm not ready to replace the whole rhythm section. Letting go of Nick is hard enough. | 


can't lose you too" 
| take a deep breath and bite my lip. 

"Please, Bob. | need you. Megadeth needs you: 

My eyes drift back up to Dave's. Maybe just having him isn’t so bad | take a deep breath. 

"Okay. Hl do it" 

"Okay.:then do it" 

My face scrunches up. "Okay, Dave. leave 

Smirking, he shakes his head, "I can't. | have to make sure the specimen comes straight from you" 
"What?" | scoff. "You're going to watch me pee?" 

He nods. 

"Oh, fuck then, | quit!" 


| start to nudge past him, but he casually pushes me back in. "Let's not start this shit again, Bob. Just drop 
your pants and piss in the cup." 


‘lm not urinating in front of youl” 

"Yes, you are." 

"No, I'm not!" 

He steps towards me again, reaching for my pants. 

"Okay! Okay!" | yell. "Just get back and I'll do it! Shit!" 
Chuckling, Dave moves back and leans against the door frame. 


| scowl at him as | pull my pants down and sit on the toilet. He laughs when | part my legs to get the cup 


under me. 
"Too bad Ross isn't here right now." 
"Fuck you, Dave." 


I'm very conscious of the silence as | sit here. Well, almost silence. | can hear the hum of the bus's wheels 


whirling beneath us. There is no sound of liquid filling a cup because | can't pee. 


"C'mon, c'mon," Dave sighs waving his hand back and forth. "I don't want to spend all fucking day in this 


bathroom." 

“Shut up," | mumble. "Its hard to piss with you standing there." 
He leans over and turns on the faucet. 

“There, that should help." 

It does. After that, | fill up my cup and hand it to him. 


"Shit, | don't want it!" he scoffs, backing away. "Just put the top on it and leave it by the sink | don't want to 


get your cooties on me." 
My eyes narrow and my chin juts out. | set the cup on the counter as he continues to watch me. 
"l'm done, Dave. You could at least turn your head so | can pull my pants up." 


The dark eyes blink. 


"Turn around, Dave!" 


He chuckles and then turns away. Finally, | can get dressed. | can't believe Dave Mustaine just watched me 
urinate in a dixie cup. | really should have read that fucking contract. 


"Don't forget to wash your hands," he smirks. 


"Fuck you, Dave." 


The Mystery of Dave 


Just my imagination.never happened..never will. No harm, ill-will or impeachment intended. 
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Dave rubs his shoulder where | bit him as he walks past me. At least | got him good with that. Shit, who am | 
kidding? I've been beaten down..broken. | suck back the clenching in my throat that's telling me | really want to 
cry now. I'm so humiliated. 

As | climb up into an empty top bunk, | hear Dave picking on the acoustic. It sounds something like the 
beginning to "Good Mourning/Black Friday", but different. Even just listening to him play is irritating me. | hope | 
bit him hard enough to break the skin. Bastard. 


| take my CD player from my duffle and slip the headphones on. As the music starts, | remember | still have 
Metallica's Black Album in it. Ahhhh. 


Perfect. 

| lay the CD-man on my chest and close my eyes. 

Too bad that Rob dude got the bass gig for Metallica. At least those guys aren't always firing each other and 
forcing the new guy to take piss tests. Why didn't | audition for them? Shit, | am such a putz. Then, suddenly 
it hits me. 

Jason. 

Hey! 

| jump down from the bunk and dig through another bag of mine. Okay, | hate to admit it but it's my purse. 
Yes, | carry a purse..sometimes..| am a chick.it's sometimes necessary. | check the little secret compartment 
for storing feminine hygiene products and find the card exactly where | left it. 

~Jason~ 

| tap the card against my hand. It would help if | had a cell phone. 

| duck my head around into the living area of the bus. 


"Dave?" 


He looks up from his guitar, snarling his lip at me. "What?" 


"Can | borrow your cell phone?" 

"Why?" 

| take a deep breath. | knew he was going to ask me that. 

‘| want to call my mom." 

He smirks at me. "You're not calling Nick on my cell phone." 

| don't want to call Nick | want to call my mor." 

He scoffs and then taps a finger by his eye. Crap, | forgot about that. 
"Alright, | want to call Jason" 

Dave leans sideways to pull his phone off his belt and then tosses it to me. 
"Thanks." 

| look at the business card and then to the keypad. 

"Its already programmed..! think," he mutters as he begins playing again. 

| scroll over his numbers..Home..office...car..barn... 

He's got a phone in his barn? What, does he have Mr. Ed in his stable? What a fucking nut. 
Rick..Steve..Church.. 


| keep waiting to find "God" listed in here. Wait, maybe | should look for Satan.but then, why would he need to 


call himself? 
Nick. Marty..Lars... 
Lars? 


Hmmm, you would think he would have deleted that number out of here. Shit, maybe it's not too late; maybe 
that Rob dude ain't working out for them. 


On impulse, | hit "talk". 


No, no, no.l better not. As it starts to ring, | hit "end". 


| continue to scroll down. Jesus Christ. He's got a million numbers in here. | keep scrolling. Then the menu goes 


blank 

“Incoming call~ 

The phone vibrates in my hand. 
~Lars Ulrich~ 

Oh fuckll 


The phone vibrates again. If Lars leaves a message, Dave will know | called him. Shit!!! | look over at Dave. He's 


pretty engulfed in whatever song he's playing. Shit. Think..think... | answer it. 


"You've reached the office of Dave Mustaine. May | help you?" Hey, | know it's stupid, but that's all | could 
think of! 


"Um..um..Dave's office is answering his cell phone?" 

"Yes, this is his answering service. May | help you?" 

There's hesitation on the line. | hear something like his tongue clicking in his mouth. 
"Um, this is Lars Ulrich. Um..Did Dave just call me?" 

"No sir. He's away from his cell phone at the moment: 

More silence. Shit, | don't think he's buying it: 

"Um, my phone just rang and the caller ID says it was Dave. Are you sure he didn't call me?" 
"Yes sir. I'm sure of it. Would you like to leave a message for him?" 

Um" 

| lean around the corner to make sure Dave's not coming this way. 

"Um..yeah, actually | would like to leave a message for Dave." 

| scrunch back into my bunk. "Yes, sir?" 


"Yeah..Um, tell him to quit bragging on the comment | made about me being sexually attracted to him. It was a 


fucking joke." 
| cover my hand to stifle a giggle. 


"And tell him to quit lifting weights for his arm and do some fucking squats. His ass is getting flat..actually, it's 
always been flat." 


| have to pull the phone away from my ear, because | can't hold back the laughter now. | can still hear him 


though. 

"Um, miss? Miss?" 

| compose myself, but my voice is shaky with laughter. "Yes, Mr. Ulrich?" 

"Um, this isn't really his secretary, is it?" 

"Um..." Shit, the little Dane has me saying that now. "Um..no, this is his bass player, Bobby Ellison" 
"Um..Bobby Ellefson?" 

"No. Ellison" 

"Fuck, how old are you? You sound like you're thirteen or something. Um..is this Justis?" 
"No," | say, pursing my lips. "My name is Bobby. I'm female." 

"Oh," Lars chuckles. "Really? | don't believe you. Dave would never have a chick in his band" 
"Yeah, well, he does now." 

"Justis, put your daddy on the phone." 

"This is not Justis!" | insist. "My name is Bobby Ellison and I'm the bass player for Megadeth." 
"Yeah, when hell freezes over." 

"Mr. Ulrich?" 

"Yog" 

"Are you anywhere near a computer?" 


"Um, actually I'm sitting at one now." 


"Okay, go to wwwrrosshalfincouk." 

"Fuck that asshole. I'm not going to Halfin's site.” 

"The proof is there. Go to it and you'll see a picture of me in the Megadeth file." 
| hear a keyboard clicking. He's going to the site. 

"Holy shit! Wow... Um, what are you doing to Menza?" 

"Keeping him in line." 

"Ouch. Um, why don't you put Dave in line too while you're at it?" 

A smile creeps over my face with the thought of goosing the General. 
"So..Booby.." snicker, "Um, why did you call me?" 

| give a deadpan, but unfortunately, Lars can't see it through the phone. 


"Uh.ha.ha.ha. It was an accident really. | was borrowing Dave's phone and | accidentally hit the talk button while 


| was scrolling through his phone numbers." 

Good thing Lars can't see me either..and good thing he doesn't know Dave's trick with my eye-tell. 
Lars coughs. "Um, did you hear? Um, | just got a divorce." 

"Good for you." 

"Um, l'm single." 

"Yes, | figured that." 

"Are you married?" 

No." 

"Boyfriend?" 

No." 


"Um want one?" 


"\\-" 


Hold up. That would be funny as all hell if | hooked up with Lars. That would piss Dave off to no end. And 


maybe..maybe | could squeeze into Metallica. 

"Maybe." 

"Um, are you coming to LA anytime soon?" 

"No. That's the next leg of the tour..if | last that long." 
"Yeah, um, the road's tough isn’t it?" 

"Actually, | can handle the road. It's just that | may be next in line to get the axe." 
"Huh?" 

Fired..| may be next to get fired" 

"Fired? Why..um, are you fucking up?" 

"Sort of" 

"Just suck Dave's dick and it'll all be fine." 

| practically choke. "What?" 


"You know, um, you're not bad looking. Oh, um, | just read that Ross said you have tits like a camel. Um, never 


mind about that boyfriend thing.’ 
"Fuck you, Lars.” 
I'm pretty picky about, um, certain things." 


| can't believe I'm already getting ditched by Lars Ulrich and we haven't even been on a date yet. Jesus Christ. 


| roll my eyes. 
"Well, | better go. | don't want to use up all the General's minutes." 
| poke my head around the corner of the bunk divider and see Dave reading a magazine. His face scrunches up 


and then he tosses it across the bus. When it lands, it falls open to a picture of Lars and James. ‘Some Kind of 
Monster’. 


"Um, Bobby?" 

"Yes, Lars?” 

"Is he still mad at me? You know, um, about the whole SKOM thing? 
"Yes, Id say he is" 

"Fuck" 


| won't even go into the fact that Dave slags him at every other show..or all the shit he said about him on 


MTV2..or in Kerrang..or... Yeah, l'd say he's still pissed. 

"You were hoping to make up?" | ask, curling back into the bunk 

"Um..um..yeah, kind of." 

"You guys have been friends for a long time, haven't you?" 

"Um...yeah. 

"That's too bad." 

"Yeah, | miss him." 

| nod. Mustaine is pretty shitty, but..he's also pretty cool. What is it about him? | mean, look at all the people 
he's pushed away that keep coming back around? Junior? Lars? Marty? Chris Poland? Nick came back and got 
booted again.who's next? Me? Will | be forever drawn to him? Are we all moths to his flame? Is this my 


destiny too? 


| look around the corner again. He's scribbling on a notebook now, his strawberry hair spilling around his face 
and over his shoulders. He looks angelic and demonic at the same time. Fuck! He's only a man! What is it? 


"Um..Bobby? Hello?" 

Oh shit, sorry, Lars." 

"Will you give him, um, a message for me?" 
“Sure, what is it?" 


"Will you tell him-" 


Suddenly the phone is yanked from my hand. | look up. Oh fuck. 

"Hey Champ," Dave smiles, the phone to his ear. 

Then the smile fades and becomes a scowl. Coldly, he stares at me, moistening his lips. 
"That's um..um..Lars," | apologetically smile. 


Hey, maybe this little mistake of mine will be what brings them back together? Maybe they'll bury the 
hatchet..mend the fence... 


Without so much as a blink, his thumb presses the end button. 


Or... maybe not. 


Inching Closer 


You know the drill. This didn't happen. l'm not saying it did or could. No disrespect, harm, or impeachment is 
intended. 


Author's note: Hold on just a little longer... 
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"| don't even want to know why you were talking to Lars. I've had a shitty enough day as it is. Just humor me 


and tell me you didn't call him." 
"Okay, | didn't call him." 


After Dave stabs me with his knife-like eyes, he looks down at his cell phone. He punches around on it. 


Suddenly his eyebrows shoot up. 

"Hey, that little fucker did call me. | wonder why: 

| press my lips together. Hal He thinks Lars just called him out of the blue! Sweet! 
"You should have just given the phone to me when it rang. 

| shrug, 

His eyes rise to me. "So he didn't tell you what he wanted?" 


Here's my chance to perform a good deed. So what if it's a lie..only partially, the eye-tell shouldn't come into 
play. "He wanted to see if you were still angry with him over the movie stuff" 


Dave squints, shifting his eyes to the side. | see the edge of his mouth hitch up. 
"Do you think you'll ever forgive him?" | ask. 

"| don't plan on it. My life is better without him in it" 

Really? So you don't want to have anything to do with Metallica at all anymore?" 


He pinches his chin and then starts pinching his bottom lip. "I don't know. All they've ever done is use me and 


hurt me." 


Without bringing his eyes to me, he turns and heads back to the couch. Something about the way he is right 


now makes me want to follow him. Not really want..! need to. | sit down beside him. Like the rest of me, my 


eyes are locked on him. 

"What?" he scowls. 

| shrug. 

Again he asks, "What the fuck? Why are you staring at me?" 

| shrug again. 

"Jesus, you're so fucking weird” He stares back at me, smirking. "How long are we going to do this?" 
"What?" | ask, pulling my knees up to my chest. 

"Stare at each other." 

| shrug again. 


"Quit fucking doing that" He sighs and then starts rubbing his shoulder. "I can't believe you fucking bit me." He 
pulls the neck of his t-shirt out, looking at his battle wound. "Fucking! You left a mark, Bob!" 


"Where?" | ask, leaning into him. 

"There" 

Following his pointer finger, | squint trying to look inside his shirt. 
"| don't see it" 


Dave leans forward and pulls his shirt over his head. Here comes the Tide smell again, and despite my 


resistance, I'm swept away with it. Shit! wish he would put his shirt back on.fuck, no | don't. 

"See?" he asks, leaning his left shoulder towards me. 

Just upper diagonal from the triangle of strawberry hair on his chest is a purple mark | start to snicker. 
"What's so fucking funny?" 

"It looks like a hickey." 


He looks at it again. "Ah shit, it does." 


Turning back to me, he scowls. | cover my hand to stop a giggle. 
"Laugh it up, Bob, but | just watched you pee into a paper cup. Now that's funny.” 
Zoom, crash..Zero reading on the giddy-meter. Thank you, Dave. 


| stare at him as he leans back, tilting his head against the top of the couch. He pushes his hand to the crown 
of his head and then slides his eyes back to me. 


"What am | going to do with you, Bob?" 

| can think of a lot of things, but I'll just keep my mouth shut. 

My eyes soften as they slowly blink at him. He's a vision of peach and red in front of me. For forty-three, the 
man looks pretty damn good. | can see soft lines of muscle run on his arms, the slight swell of his pec's. Taking 
a deep breath, | let my head fall to the side, my cheek resting on the leather of the couch. 

"You sure got a lot of spit in you for such a pretty girl." 

My eyes close and then | sit up. | rest my elbows on my knees and turn away. 

"What? Does it make you uncomfortable that | said you're pretty?" 


My hearts pounding. Uncomfortable..that's an understatement. 


"C'mon, Bob, like you don't know you're an attractive woman," he scoffs. "You're just like the rest of them..She- 
wolves..flaunting it..using it to stir all the guys up..shit, and the women too." 


Nervously, | laugh. This is so strange. 


"Flaunt it?" | chuckle, turning back to him. "I've been doing my best to just be one of the guys. lim not using 
anything.” 


"Yes you are. Those fucking t-shirts.."Got Dick?"..Yes, | do..and letting the girls hit on you in front of 
everyone..." He rolls his eyes and sits back up next to me. "That whole plan with the photographs backfired and 
bit me in the ass, just like everything else | do." 

| brush a stray hair from my eyes and rest my chin in my hand. 


"See," he says, pointing at me. "You're using it now." 


"What?" | scoff. "What are you talking about?" 


His dark eyes sink to the floor. His lip pulls up at the side. "Fuck, | don't know. | can't figure you out, Bob. One 
minute, | want to kick your ass, the next thing | know, I'm." He takes a deep breath and lets it out slowly. 


"What?" 

Dave scoffs, shaking his head. 

"What?" | ask again. 

"Nothing..nothing..l don't know what the fuck I'm talking about.” 


Suddenly, he juts up from his seat, and disappears behind the row of bunks. Then my eyes clench when | hear 
the sound of the back lounge door slamming shut. 


"Everything alright back there?" Hank yells from the driver seat. 


"Oh, you ask that now?" | laugh, walking up behind him. "Where was the concern when he was trying to rip my 


shorts off an hour ago?" 
"Sometimes the General's gotta do what the General's gotta do. 

| scoot up into the jump seat and get comfortable. Thinking of Nick, | sigh. 

"Yeah, | guess he does” 

‘Like you minded all that rough-housing much anyway: 

My eyes shift to the side. "What you talkin’ ‘bout Hank?" 

He twists a toothpick around in his mouth and sucks on his teeth. "Nothin, I'm not talkin’ bout nothin’! 


Together, Hank and | watch the world go past us. | think | see hundreds of miles pass before my eyes. The 
yellow tinged light of sun dims slowly into an orange haze before fading into the blue hues of night. 


| rub my tired eyes. "| wonder if Nick's made it home yet" 
"Mmm, probably. Rick said he put him on a plane.” 
| let a heavy sigh. "| wish | could call him..make sure he's alright” 


As streetlights illuminate the cab, | notice Hank has his arm stretched toward me, a cell phone in his hand. | 


take it and smile at him. He winks. 


"You have his number?" he grumbles from underneath his mustache. 


"Yeah." Gingerly, | punch it in and bring the phone to my ear. Ring..ring..ring. "C'mon, Nick, pick up." Ring... 
ring...Click. 


"You've reached the Menzanator." | take a deep breath and roll my eyes. "Actually, you've reached a machine. 
The real Menzanator has been abducted by a giant red-haired alien accompanied by two blondes and is 
traveling the universe in search of intelligent life. Leave a message at the beep and if I'm not turned into green 
jello before the trip is done, I'll call you back." ~Beep~ 

"Hey, Nick. It's Bobby. | was just checking to see if you'd made it home yet." | look over at Hank who's watching 
me, the toothpick nodding with the movement of his jaw. "I can't believe this shit. | can't believe you're gone." | 
take a deep breath. "And what the fuck? You're carrying shit with you and you don't even share?! What kind 
of friend is that?" 

Hank grunts. | think it was supposed to be a laugh. 

"I hope you're okay.” 


The image of Nick's face clouds my mind; glittery eyes and smiling mouth, the waves of dark hair falling to his 


shoulders. 


"| feel terrible about this." | feel my throat narrowing again, tears threatening to swell in my eyes. "What am | 


going to do without you?" 

Hank taps my arm and shakes his head. He's right. | don't need to make Nick feel any worse. 
| better go. I'l try to call you later." 

Gently, | click the phone shut. 

"He'll be alright, Bobby, and so will you." 

My brow furrows as | turn my face to Hank "I don't think so." 

"We're stopping for dinner. Get some food in your tank and you'll feel better" 

"No | won't" | sigh. 

‘Maybe not right away, but you will" 


Its quiet for a while and then | say, "I hope this new drummer is cool. Drover is like a brick wall. No 


personality. | guess anything is a step up from him." 


"Mmmm," Hank smirks. 
"Someone to talk to would be great." | look at Hank, and he just blankly stares back. "Ya know?" 


"Mmm." 


Sympathy for the Devil 


Once again, this isn't real. It is only a fabrication of my imagination. | do not state that these events took place 


or ever could take place. No disrespect, harm, or impeachment is intended. 
Author's note: Its not as great as I'd hoped it would be. | think I'm suffering from a little performance anxiety. 
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The bus grinds to a halt as we pull into a parking lot. | saunter down the steps and walk into the restaurant. | 
eat with Hank. Dave doesn't ever come off the bus. Drover's bus doesn't stop so he can get to the next town 
quicker. | guess | should get used to this. 

After a side trip to the candy and soda machines, | get back on the bus. Maybe chocolate will help me feel 
better. | have Milky Way, Snickers, Twix and Reese's Peanut Butter Cups. After all this, | really will need to go 


on a diet. 


"Why don't you check to make sure the General's alright?" Hank huffs, plopping down into his seat, fastening 
the safety belt. 


| deposit my sweets onto one of the empty bunks and lightly rap on the sliding door. 

"Dave?" 

Silence. 

"Dave?" | knock again. 

| lift my hand to tap once more, but the door suddenly yanks back. 

"What do you want?" 

Dave's eyes are squintier than normal, slightly puffy. He has his shirt off and his hair is fuzzed up on one side. 
"Did | wake you? I'm sorry." 

"No. What do you want?" 

"Hank and | were wondering if you were alright. You didn't come out for dinner." 


| wasn't hungry." 


"Its like, ten o'clock. You should eat. | bought some candy bars-" 
"| said lm not hungry" 

My eyes lower and | nod my head 

"Geez, okay, lm sorry | bothered you! 


As | turn to go back to my bunk, his hand grabs my arm. Next thing | know, I'm yanked into the back lounge 


and the door slams shut behind me. 
"Your act isn't working on me," he snides, leaning closer. 
"What act?" 


He corners me up against the door, his hands propped up on either side of me. | smell Tide again.. Tide and..and.. 


what is that? Oh shit. Vodka. 

Suddenly, he backs off and turns towards the bed. 

"| think it's time we had a talk, Bob." 

"A talk?" | stutter. "About what?" 

He sits on the bed and twists his back to me. | hear the clink of glass on glass and liquid pouring. 
"You and | are going to have a drink first." 

"Uh..uh..Dave..| can't drink with you. Remember the contract?" 

"Fuck the contract” 


| feel my heartbeat pick up speed. He turns and hands me a glass. When | take it, he brings the bottle to his 


lips and takes a long swig; his razor sharp eyes never leaving me. 

| look at the shot glass in my hand and the clear liquid glistening in it. 
"Drink." 

| shake my head. 


"Drink it, Bob." 


‘No. The contract says | can't drink in front of you." 

"We're ignoring the contract tonight," he smirks, "just like you and Nick did that night at the strip club." 
My eyes shoot back up to him. "I didn't break any contract, Dave. | came close, but | didn't" 

"The fuck you didn't," he snickers before bringing the bottle back to his lips. 


The sight of him gurgling down a bottle of Stoli is very disturbing, to say the least. I'm practically in shock. | 


manage to answer him anyway. 

| haven't broken any rules, even the ones | didn't know about" 

He lowers the bottle, wipes his mouth with his arm, and then points to my hand. 
"Drink it, Bob." 

"No." 


| set the shot glass down on the cabinet to my right and start to pull open the pocket door. Before | even get 


the catch undone, he's behind me, the sour smell of alcohol enveloping my neck 

"Do what | say, Bob." 

"I'm not going to do something so you can fire me." 

His hand pinches my arm and yanks me to face him. 

"You've already done something to get yourself fired” 

"What's that?" 

His eyes slit and then lower to my chest. He runs his finger over the outline of my bra. Damn white t-shirts. 
"Don't" 

"Whats wrong? You let Nick touch you. Why can't |?" 

"Because it wasn't written in some stupid fucking contract that he couldn't touch me." 
‘Its not written that | can't touch you either." 


| suck in a breath and squeeze my eyes shut. | feel his body pressing up against me. The skin of his shoulder 


touches my lips. 
"Bite me again. That felt good." 


| bring my hands up and push on his chest. He doesn't budge, he only laughs, the hot air of his breath heating 
the top of my head. 


"There you go, being that scared little girl again. So which is it? Bob, the tough heavy metal bassist or Bobby 
Lynn the scared little pigeon?" 


Right now I'm thinking scared little pigeon. What's gotten into him? Why the sudden interest in me? 


He leans in closer and | focus my eyes over his shoulder. | can't look into the flickering, hell-fire flames of his 


eyes. 
"You know, at first | wanted you to fight me, but now | think | like it better when you cower in fear.” 


| squeeze down a swallow as he starts pushing the hair from my face. His nose nuzzles against my earlobe and 
then | feel his lips brush my neck. 


"You smell good," he whispers. "Do you know how hard it was to sleep last night with your fucking smell tickling 
my nose?" 


| close my eyes as his hand brushes over my breast. A finger makes circles on the cotton covering my 


tightening ripple. | don't know how men always know how to find it, but they always do. | push his hand off me. 
"We can't do this," | breathe 

"Why?" 

"Because we can't" 

"Why, becouse of Nick? 

My face snaps fo his. Now we're nose to nose. 

"No, because of your wife” 

He smirks and takes a step back Then he starts laughing 

"What's so funny?" 


He backs up against the bed and lets himself fall back onto it. His hands go to his face to push away his hair. 


He's still laughing. 

"Something about cheating on your wife is funny?" 

"No, it's funny because she already thinks I'm sleeping with you. | figure why not, since l'm being accused of it" 
| huff out a breath. "You fucking bastard! You're working on me to get back at your wife?" 

He props up on his elbows. Our eyes lock 

"No." 


| shake my head. | don't believe him. | won't be used like this. | got to get out of here. | turn to work on the 


pocket door. | almost have it open when he yanks me away. 
"| said no," he grumbles, spinning me around. "It's more than that." 


He leans against me and then we're both on the bed. His hands force my arms over my head. His knees push 


my legs apart. 

"I won't be apart of your game, Dave," | hiss through gritting teeth. "I don't want to play." 

One of his hands reaches for the vodka bottle on the side table. | turn my head as he brings it to my mouth. 
"Drink, Bob." 

"No!" 

Then he takes a long swig off it and puts the bottle back on the table. | stare into him, hoping he'll see that all 
this is doing is hurting me. | want him. He knows | do, and he's playing with me like a cat plays with a mouse 
it's about to kill. 

"Please, Dave. I'm not your toy." 

He lowers down and presses his lips to mine. As his tongue forces through my lips and pushes against my 
teeth, vodka seeps into my mouth. | can't breathe. His hair is covering my nose. His chest is crushing mine. 
He's smothering me. I'm fighting for air. All | can do is open my mouth and then his tongue slithers inside me, 
licking against mine. | can't resist anymore. | can't stop him, and deep inside | don't want to. 


"That's it," he whispers, moving his mouth to my cheek. "Give into me. Let me have you." 


| suck in a breath as our bodies shift. His hand works in between our hips and then | feel it between my legs, 
pressing on the seam of my shorts. It's right on the sensitive spot, pinching it; another thing that men always 


seem to find. 
"God | want you," he hisses. 


His finger tries to press into me despite the denim barrier. | feel his hardness against my thigh. My body is 
aching for him, aching for him to get inside. This is crazy. This is not happening. 


‘Let's get these off," he says, popping the button on my shorts. 

| have to stop this. We cant do this. 

"No, Dave," | cry. "No. 

His hand reaches inside my shorts. He smiles when he finds that my body has responded to his game. 
"Don't tell me you don't want to. You're soaking wet" 


His finger slides in. The palm of his hand presses against my clit causing my legs to twitch. When he bends 


down to kiss me, his tongue traces the perimeter of my mouth before invading me once more. 

"| want to see these camel tits of yours," he chuckles, yanking on my t-shirt. 

"Fuck you, Dave," | hiss, anger rising up in me again 

| push at him. | lift my hand to slap his face, but he catches it. 

"No," he grunts. "I'm going to fuck you, Bob." 

The struggle begins again with renewed strength. | push him part way to his side, but then | realize he only let 
me do that so he could yank down my shorts. They're stuck on my thighs and he scoots down my body, biting 
me through my t-shirt. He lifts it up to bite me through my bra. His hand pulls the lace back and his lips lock 
on the tender flesh. | cry out when his teeth clamp down. 

"Do you always have to hurt me?" 


His dark eyes peer up at me from beneath the ginger waves of hair. 


"That's how you know you're alive. Pain is a gift. When you've suffered with it as long as me, you learn to 


enjoy it" 
"Enjoy it?" | wince. "Receiving it, or inflicting it?" 


He slides back up so we're nose to nose. All expression is wiped from his face. | see nothing behind his eyes. 


They're just blank, empty, fathomless. 


"Do you know what it's like to have everyone you've ever loved turn their back on you? To feel completely, 


utterly alone?" 
| softly shake my head. 


"No, you don't act like someone who has. You've always had friends, had people like you. | bet you've never 


been lonely.” 
"Yes | have." 
He closes his eyes and lets his lips hover just above mine. 


"Not like me. I've learned to walk away. | do the leaving now..with Junior..with Nick.Lars... lim the one in control. 


If you don't hold on to anything, then it doesn't hurt when it's ripped away from you." 

"But then you're always empty inside." 

He stares at me, his lips pressing together. Then he suddenly jumps up. 

"Get out" 

Shit. | touched the sensitive spot on him. | pressed it too hard. 

"Go on, get out." 

| yank my shorts back on, tuck my body parts back into their respective coverings, and stand up. | try to 
comfort him with my eyes as | walk towards the door. He's too hard to be softened by it, so | wrap my arms 
around him, hugging him. He remains stiff and unmoved. 


"Bob," he whispers, pulling me off him. "Don't. Just go." 


| drop my arms, step through the pocket door, and then hear it slam shut behind me. 


Holes and Sticks 


Disclaimer: Not real. Never was. Never will. No disrespect, harm or impeachment intended. 
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I'm riding in the haunted tour bus. Halloween has come and gone, but it's still scary where | am. For the past 
forty-eight hours there has been nothing but darkness, cold, and the eerie feeling that someone is lingering 
around me in the shadows. 


| know who it is. | don't know if he's drinking himself into a vodka stupor in the back lounge, or if he's 
meditating or knee-deep into writing a song, or what, but his ignoring me is more than | can stand. Nick is gone. 
Dave might as well be. Shit, | mean | might as well be. 

It's raining when | step out onto the asphalt of the auditorium's parking lot. No hotel sleep, fuck, not much 
sleep at all since the last gig, all so we could get here sooner to warm up the new drummer. | let the 
raindrops soak into my hair and run down my face. Maybe something can cleanse the dirty, bad feeling that 
Dave's touch left on me. 

A cold air brushes past, shocking me, and then | focus my eyes through the gray pattern of drops before me. 
Red. Dave. He walked ahead of me without a word. | tell myself he's always done that, and he has, but right 
now it feels like a kick in the gut. | stop in my tracks, trying to catch my breath. 

Hank sidles up beside me and draws me into the auditorium. 

"Don't you have enough sense to come in from the rain?" 

| wrap my arms around me. | have on a hooded sweatshirt and my faithful black leather motorcycle jacket, 
but | can't shake the chills. Maybe l'm coming down with the flu? | haven't felt this bad in a long time. When 
we get into the dressing room, | throw myself down onto the couch and cover my eyes with my arm. 

"What's wrong with you?" 


| peek from underneath my sleeve. Wow, he's finally talking to me. 


Dave sits down by my waist. He leans over, one elbow resting on his knee, the other arm bringing the back of 
his hand to rest on my cheek. 


"You don't feel like you have a fever but you're skin's clammy." 


| huff when he shoves his hand up under my t-shirt to touch my stomach. 


"Your abdomen's hot, but that's probably just because you've got all these fucking clothes on Where do you 
feel bad at?" 


"Im just tired. Im alright, Dave" 

Our eyes stick for a minute before he turns his head away. He stands up. 

"Ill make sure Steve leaves a bucket by the drum riser for you in case you puke 
That's so thoughtful. He really does care about me, doesn't he? 

Drover shows up at me feet. | look at him over the tips of my tennis shoes. 

"Bob, you got to make it to sound check. You and Shawn have to get your groove working” 
"Shawn? Is that the new drummer?" 

He squints at me. "Uh. yeah. Dave didn’t tell you?" 

| shake my head. "Shawn who?" 

Drover blinks. "Shawn? Shawn Drover! 

"What, is he your life partner or something? He took your last name in the ceremony?" 
| feel pretty crappy, but tormenting Drover makes me smile 

"No, Booby, he's my brother” 


Oh fuck. Two Drovers’lll Why? What evil forces of nature are working against me? Force of nature..fuckin' 


Davel 


Somehow | make it to sound check. When | look over the cage of cymbals and glittery white drums, | see 
Drover. He looks just like Drover, only his hair is darker and he has bushier eyebrows. Are they fucking twins? 
Oh god, like one cranky Canadian wasn't bad enough, now there's two? 


"Hey," he nods. 


"Hey." 
"Who's girlfriend are you?" 

My mouth drops open. "What?" 

"You one of the roadies' girls?" 

My hands go to my hips. "You're fucking with me, right?" 

"Shit, | don't fuck anybody. I'm married. Not that you're bad looking..." 


Good god. Two hitched up, asshole Drovers. Two boring ass, no sense of humor band mates. | think I'll just 
climb up the rafters and jump to my death right now. 


"Shawn, you know I'm Bob the bass player, right?" 

He stands up from his seat on the drum stool and leans over the tom-toms to get a look at me. 
"You're Bob?" 

| nod my head, 

"Fucking-A, you're a chick!" 


| bite my bottom lip. How could this asshole not know? Did Drover not tell Drover | was a girl? What the fuck 


is going on? 


He starts chuckling. "Lighten up, Bob. OF course | know who you are. The fact that there's a hole in the band 


doesn't easily slip by in conversation, you know." 
"Hole?" 


Drover twirls a drumstick and taps his cymbal into a crescendo. That just picks at my headache. | already 


can't stand this putz 

"So what song are we starting with?" Dave asks, meeting Jim for his guitar. 

"Holy Wars," Drover calls out from the drum cage. 

"Holy Wars?" | ask, tilting my head. "I can't play that right now. Can't we do something a little more laid back?" 


Mustaine blinks. "Don't wuss out on me, Bob. What are you going to do during the show, just ask to pass?" 


The other Drover snickers, coming up behind Dave tuning his guitar. 
"Fine," | sigh, turning to Jim. "Bring me the ESP." 


| strap on the "Booby" guitar and rumble my strings. Dave runs the intro and | follow along. | try my best to 
not exert any unnecessary energy. | choose not to look at Drover either. l'm just going to lie to myself and 


pretend its Nick back there. 
"Brother will kill brother..." 


Maybe these brothers fight a lot. | could get so lucky. With the way it's been lately, I'm due some good luck 
Maybe these two brothers will go at each other's throats after a couple of weeks on the road and mortally 
wound each other. Maybe two Drovers can be taken out in one fell swoop. | wonder who Dave has lined up as 
back up guitarist. Maybe it's Jeff Young. That would be kick ass. Or better yet, Chris Poland. | would die and go 
to heaven if Poland came back That Beuhler dude sucked though. Maybe | could talk Dave into just letting Kyle 


and Joey come on tour. Like Wicked Antics could go on without me. 


After "Holy Wars" we go into "My Darkest Hour". | think about the conversation Dave and | had. How no one 


gets close. No one gets in. 

"| reached out for you. You wouldn't lend a hana." 

| lent him my hand. He pushed it away. 

| wonder what Mustaine was like when he wrote that. Was he a raging drug addict? Was he hurting, burying 
his pain in drugs? Who hurt him? Who drove him to think that he would be better off dead? Who did he let in 
only to get stabbed in the back? Is this about Lars? James Hetfield? A chick? | would ask him but | know he 


won't tell me. 


Somehow | make it through sound check | don't know how, but | do. It went off without a hitch. Drover's a 
good drummer, the fucking bastard. | was hoping he'd fall on his face. Oh well, maybe during the show. 


Back in the dressing rooms, | crash on the couch. Sleep. | need all | can get. | wish | could say this nap is 


restful, but its not. | keep getting interrupted by the sounds of "Hey, dudel", "Take the fuck off, man!" and 


"Pass the mustard, mo-fol" | twist in the couch and turn my back to them. Then | hear whispering. 
"Pfsst, hey dude, what's the story with the hole?" 
"Eh, she's alright." 


"Yeah, but why a hole? Mustaine couldn't find a stick who met the req's?" 


Is he a fucking caveman? Hole? Stick? Is he going to grab me by my hair and drag me out on stage? Is this 
the etiquette they teach young boys in Canada? Women are holes? Men are sticks? | can tell he's going to 
bring out the Gloria Steinman in me. 

| heard she bumps donuts." 

"No, that was just a scam. She and Menza..." 

"Ohhhhhhhh." 

| cough and hold my hand up, the middle finger sticking up in the air. 

"Shit, she heard us." 

| sit up. "I can still hear you, you fucking putz!" 

‘Is she always this cranky?" 

"Yeah, pretty much." 

"Hello! | can hear you!" 

Then | hear Dave. "What are you bitching about now, Bob?" 

"The Drovers are worse than a bunch of gossiping teenage girls!" 

"Hey, we heard that!" 

Dave sits down beside me. "Look Bob, | know you're having a hard time with Nick's departure-" 


"Don't call it "departure", Dave, because we know that's not what it was. You make it sound like Nick chose to 


leave." 


He takes a deep breath, the lip curling, the eyes squinting. "Whatever, Bob, but you're partnered with Shawn 


now. Either make the best of it, or we can discuss which plane home you'll be taking.” 


| stare at him, my brow pulling in. That fucking hurts. | bet he'd love to get rid of me now after what 
happened on the bus. This is why it fucking sucks to be a chick in a band. The next time band l'm in is all 
female. No more of this "hole" bullshit. "Let's set the chick up to look like a lesbo on the internet", "Let's see if 
we can get her in bed’, "Lets take her to the back of the bus, bust her up, molest her and then make her 
feel like a whore". | wish someone would have clued me into the cruelties of the business. Dave has a bad 
reputation, but he's a fucking professional. He's a Christian for crying out loud. This was supposed to be a safe 


venture. 


| can see smoke coming out of your ears, Bob. Spit it out” 


"No, you don't want me to in front of the Drover's. Itll be all over the gossip boards at Metal Sludge before 


you can blink an eye." 


Mustaine's eyes shift to the side. "Oh, it's about that." He looks to the Drover Twins and waves them off. "You 


guys give us a couple of minutes." 


They nudge each other's shoulders and mumble amongst themselves on their way out. The weighted door falls 
shut with a slam. 


"Look..Bob..about the other night..." 

| stare at him. This is going to be good. | can't wait to hear this. 

"lm sorry! 

Blink, blink That's it? That's all he's going to say? 

"You're sorry?" | repeat. "Why don't you explain to me just exactly what it is you're sorry for? Sorry you 
forced a mouthful of vodka down my throat? Sorry you kicked me out of the lounge? Sorry you violated and 
sexually harassed me?" 

"Don't use that term, Bob. It wasn't exactly sexual harassment" 

"Is not? You biting my tits and fingering me isn't sexual harassment?" 

"Jesus! Don't give me that shit! Don't act like you didn't provoke the attention!" 


"Attention? Attention? You fucking mauled me, Dave!" 


His body hitches with a sarcastic chuckle. "Don't act like you didn't want it. Your puss was so wet it crinkled 


the skin of my finger.” 
"What?" 
"Your cunt gave me prune finger." 


| can't believe this shit. My body had a natural response to being fondled by man hands. At this point in my 


celibacy cycle, Hank could touch me and produce moisture." 


Ewww. Shudder. Did | just say that? 


Mustaine winces, leaning back. 

"Look, | can live with what happened in the back of the bus, Dave. | just can't handle your attitude since then" 
He gives me mock puppy-dog eyes. "What, you want to cuddle? Is that it, Bob? You need a cuddle?" 
Playfully, he draws his arms around me, pulling me to him. 

"Stop it, Dave! Don't touch me!" 

"Why, am | going to get your body's natural response to man-hands going again?" 

"You fucking asshole!" 

Laughing, he knocks me back on the couch. 

"Maybe this is all the pent up sexual energy talking. Maybe what you really need is a good fuck" 
‘Oh, and you're just the man to give it to me?" 

"No, | was going to call Hank in here." 


"Dave!" 


Then he pushes me down, pressing his lips to mine. This time | don't have the will to resist. Our tongues swirl 


around each other, our hands go into each other's hair. 


When the door clicks open, we frantically pull ourselves apart. Dave's still leaning on me, since there's not 


enough time before the door's completely open. 

"What the fuck?" 

Both of us stare, open mouthed, at the tour manager, Rick. 
"Dave?" he nervously chuckles. "Are you guys-" 

"No, she's not feeling good. I'm checking her for fever." 
Rick's eyebrow rises. "What?!" 


| smirk looking from Rick to Dave. Its so funny when one guy thinks he's in control when the other really is. 


Now which one do you think is in control? 


As Rick walks towards us, | see he's holding something like a large, black leather day-timer. He hands it to 


Dave. 
"Great, this should fix her right up." 
My brows pull in. What the fuck? 


Dave unzips it and inside is a bundle of syringes along with several vials. He pulls one of each out and connects 


the syringe into the rubber stopper of the little bottle. 

Uh.uh..| don't feel that bad, Dave” 

His eyes flit to me as he holds the needle up, squirting out a drop or two. 
"Don't be a fucking wuss." 


| shake my head and swallow hard. When | look to Rick, his hands are crossed over his chest, a satisfied smirk 
playing over his lips. Dave smirks back. 


"Don't you think you should give the girl a little privacy?" 

Privacy? Huh? 

"She's just going to take down her pants." 

Dave turns to me. "Do you care if he sees your ass?" 

My brows pull in "Why does anyone have to see my ass?" | stick my arm out. 
Dave shakes his head. "No, this goes into your ass." 

"You're going to put that in my ass?" 

Rick starts laughing. 

"Go on, Rick. She's already upset enough as it is. I'll take care of it" 
Rick doesn't move, he just keeps chuckling. 

"Rick..partir.” 


He sighs and then goes to the door. Before he leaves, he looks back to us and shakes his head. My eyes shift 


to Mustaine. He slaps my leg. 
"You'd better stand up so | can stick it in you." 


For some reason, | like how he says that. | wish it wasn't this fucking needle he was talking about. God, | really 


need to stop thinking about him like that. 
"Go on, stand up and drop your pants." 


With a tired huff, | walk to the catering table and start undoing my belt. | feel Dave's presence come up behind 


me. 
"Which cheek?" 

He runs the tips of his fingers along the small of my back and down to the fleshy part of my backside. 
"| don't care. Pick a favorite." 

"Well then you'll need to take your pants all the way off for me to decide that" 

| look over my shoulder at him and he starts chuckling. 

"More, you gotta let them down more." 


The belt and waistband of my pants slides half-way down my buttocks. His hands runs over the skin, takes a 
pinch of it and then | feel a sharp stick. 


"Ow!" 

"Fucking quit your whining. It's just a shot" 

"Yes, sir, Dr. Mustaine." 

As | start to slide my pants back up, his hand grabs the back of my waistband, and yanks them back down. 
"Hey, what's that?" 

"What's what?" | ask, twisting around, trying to see. 

"That right there," he says, pressing a finger to my left cheek 


"Where?" 


"Hmmm, what is that?" 

| notice that he's bent over, his face right next to my ass. | should fart now. 

"What, Mustaine? What do you see?" 

His hand presses on the small of my back. "Bend over." 

| lean against the table. Man, talk about feeling vulnerable. 

"C'mon, Mustaine. What is it?" 

Suddenly teeth scrape across my cheek. A tongue licks at the skin that becomes pinched between them. His 
hand slides between my thighs. | don't know if it's this or the B-I2 shot, but | see stars before my eyes. 
Suddenly, he slaps his hand on my backside, causing me to jump up right. He smiles when we come face to 
face. 

"Are we going to start this up again?" | ask, my nose up under his. 

"Start up what?" 

"This." 

"What's this?" he asks, hands going to his hips. 

"| don't know, you tell me." 

"Tell you what this is or whether or not it's starting again?" 


Fuck. 


He just stands there smirking at me. Then I'm making the decision | place my hand on his jaw line, studying the 


cinnamon and golden flecks of stubble there. His arm wraps around my back and pulls me closer. 
‘Is too bad more chicks aren't like you." 
My eyes move up to his. He's looking down the slope of his nose at me. 


"You're pretty fucking cool. Most girls would have responded to the bus thing with a bunch of crying and 
pouting. You only pouted a little." 


"| guess | can be tough some times." 


"You're not tough. You only pretend to be" 

| go out on a limb here. | know | shouldnt, but | can't stop myself "Yeah, just like you" 

| feel the hand drop from my back and he steps away. 

"Maybe we're more alike than you think," | say as he turns his back to me. 

"Don't do this, Bob. No good can come from it" 

"Come from what? | just want to know you, Dave..what makes you tick.what it was that tore you up inside" 
Suddenly he turns around to face me. His eyes are cold. He's brought the wall up again 

"Look, we only have a few hours before the show. Why don't you get a shower and get dressed so the 
Drovers can take theirs. Have a big meal so you don't pass out on stage. That shot can sometimes make you 
light headed and nauseous” 

"Actually, | feel pretty good right now." 

He sighs and looks away. 


Scoffing, | say, "You just want to fuck me, huh? We can't be friends?" 


The dark eyes dart back to me. "Don't get close, Bob. You're a smart girl. You can figure that out. | dont want 
you there." 


| close my eyes and nod. | don't know what | was thinking anyway. What? Did | think | was going to get Dave 
Mustaine as a boyfriend? That's a laugh. Does anybody really have Dave? His wife? It seems like even she 

doesn't. All rockers cheat on their wives. But it's not even that. She doesn't seem to understand him either. 
Who does? Who understands Dave? Does he really have no one? 


In this moment, | pity him. | pity the great Dave Mustaine. 


| Do Not Have Camel Tits and Im Not a Whore! 
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After the show, | head back to the dressing rooms. Shawn seems to have no inhibitions when it comes to his 
naked body. He just barrels around with his pickle hanging out, wagging with each step he takes. He actually 
comes up to me while l'm downing a bottle of Evian and asks me if | brought any q-tips with me. 

"No," | grimace, trying to keep my eyes to his face. "Ask Rick to get you some or put them on the rider.” 
"Oh, okay." 


And then he marches back towards the showers, each ass cheek winking alternately as he steps. | look to Glen 
who's collapsed on one side of the L-shaped sectional sofa. 


"I know, | know," he sighs, still winded by our sprint from the stage. "He's always done that. Even when he was 
a little kid, he'd parade around the backyard naked, peeing on trees." 


"He better not pee on me," | say, chewing on a carrot, "because | can do grosser things to him than just pee." 
Drover's eyes slide back to me. 
“Spaghetti, anyone?" | smile, picking up the serving spoon in the fettuccine. 


I'm never going to eat spaghetti again," Drover says, gritting his teeth. "At least for as long as l'm on tour 


with you." 
| take another bite of carrot and smile. 


After all the guys have showered and changed, | do my part to maintain healthy hygiene. Since the place is well 
heated, | don't bother drying my hair after my shower. It dries up wavy like that, and as long as | don't brush 
it, it'll look cool. Then | slip on my favorite blue jeans, an old, ‘| Am the Law’, Anthrax t-shirt, and head to the 
hospitality room. | can tell the after party must be jumping already because | can hear the noise from down 


the hall. As | approach, Steve yanks on the laminate swinging from my neck 


"Hey, someone's been looking for you." 


"Really? Who?" 

He smiles. "Shit, | don't remember his name." 

"Aw c'mon, Steve, don't fuck with me. Who is it?" 

Still he just smiles. 

"Is he in here?" | ask, pointing to the door. 

"Uh, he was, but then he ran off with Dave to do something." 
"He's coming back?" 

"| think so." 


Fuck it. l'm not in the mood to play games with the road crew. | go into the hospitality room. Correction: | 
squeeze into the hospitality room. 


"What the..grrr.hell?" | grunt, edging in between lots of black and denim-clad bodies. "Ugh." 

| make it to the bar and grab a Heineken out of one of the ice buckets. Why should | worry about the contract 
anymore? After all that shit on the back of the bus, | should be allowed to do whatever the fuck | want and 
get double per diem. | bring the beer up to my mouth, but just before | sip it, someone mumbles in my ear. 


"The Law? The Law's not supposed to be drinking." 


| spin around and there he is, smiling from underneath a cap of auburn curls, deep dimples making parentheses 


on either side of his grin 


"What are you doing here?" | smile, almost bashfully, setting my beer back down. Shit, he makes me feel like a 
giddy school girl. 


"Nothin. Just heard about Nick and thought maybe you might need some cheering up.’ 
"Well, you thought right. It's been a rough couple of days. | almost called you." 
"So why didn't you?" 


| chuckle and look to the ground. I'm not going into the cell phone incident. "Probably because I'd end up wanting 


To see you in person." 


We continue smiling at each other for awhile. It's funny that when | first met him, he had Dave grinning ear to 


ear; now it's me that can't stop smiling. 
"So, | guess you were the one looking for me?" 
Jason's brow furrows. "Uh..yeah?" 


"One of the techs was teasing me about someone looking for me..pretending he couldn't remember your name. 


He said you were off doing something with Dave." 

"He must have been talking about someone else. | haven't even talked to Dave yet." 
"You haven't?" 

Jason clasps his hands behind his back and shakes his head. 

"Well, shit, | wonder who it is." 

Suddenly, someone slaps their hand down hard on my shoulder. 

"Here's Camel Tits! I've been looking all over for youl” 


My mouth drops open. | turn over my shoulder, see air, and then look down. The fucking midget smiles at me, 


then notices my companion. 

"Um..Jason..Wow, | didn't expect to, um, see you here." 

Jay links his arms across his chest, squinting. "Lars." 

Then someone thumps me on the head. 

"Owl" | look over my shoulder and see Mustaine snarling at me. "Heh, heh. Hi, Dave." 
He curls his finger back, directing me to follow him. Oh fuck. 


As we swim through the mingling bodies, | try to fall back so that | might slip away, but he keeps looking 
behind and yanking me up next to him. After a while he just keeps my t-shirt clutched in his hand. 


| can't believe this shit..." He mumbles over and over again. 
When we get out into the hall, Steve is there, smiling. 


"| see the General found you." 


Dave and | both turn and give him ‘the stare’. 
"Okay, well, | guess | better go see if the break-down crew is keeping busy." 
"Good idea," Dave grumbles. 


"Yeah, good idea," | smirk, and then | realize.. just sent off the one person who would be the witness to my 


murder. | whimper under my breath, "Steve?" 


As he rounds the bend, the hand on my shirt pulls me into a room. My eyes slam shut as I'm slammed up 


against a wall 

"What the fuck are you doing to me?" 

I'm too scared to open my eyes. 

"Look at me, look at me you fucking whore." 

Bing! Eyes open! 

"Whore?" 

"You think this is all pretty funny, don't you?" 
"What's funny? l'm not laughing!" 

Dave edges up closer to me so that we're practically nose to nose. 
"Lars." 

"Yeah, um, what about him?" 

"You fucking called him." 

My eyebrows ease up. “Oh..you heard about that..." 
Dave nods. One eye blinks. His lips pinch together. 
"Um, um, | can explain" 


“Explain 


"Uh, it..was..an..accident?" 

Dave shakes his head. 

"Uh." 

| told you | don't want that little fucking troll in my life." 

"But..he's just so..nice." 

"The fuck he is." 

"Heh, | don't know what to say." 

"How about the fucking truth?" 

"Uh" 

"Don't fucking lie to me. I'm warning you, Bob. l'm not in the mood." 

| suck my bottom lip in to bite on it. My fingers tingle as | flex and grip them. 
"Come on, out with it." 

"Okay, okay. Ill tell you the truth, but you won't like it” 

"When do | ever?" 

| shuffle my feet and swallow. "Can you, like, back up? | think | might hurl." 


Dave eases back a little, but he keeps my shirt twisted up in his fist. When | hesitate too long, he shakes me. 


"Cimon" 
| close my eyes. "I... called to see if Metallica.was still happy with that Rob dude." 

Dave's voice lightens a little. "Why?" 

My eyes open. He's just staring at me. Then when it registers, he goes back into scowl mode. 


"Yeah, | told you, you weren't going to like it" | close my eyes again and flatten against the wall. "Just go ahead. 


Beat me. Kick me..whatever it is you're going to do. I'm ready to die.” 


Then he starts laughing. My eyes open. 


"Fuckin." He's laughing pretty hard now. "That's fucking funny!" Okay, now he's laughing really hard now. "You?" 
Laugh, snort, laugh. "You?" 


"What?" 


"You thought..you?" His head sloshes side to side as he bends over, slapping the one hand that's not clutching 
my shirt, on his knee. 


"What's so funny, Dave?" 

"You thought you could be in Metallica?" Laugh, hiccup, laugh. 

Oh, this is so not funny. 

"Yeah, why not?" 

Laugh, point in my face, laugh. "You're a fucking chick" 

see 

Laughs, shakes head, "You're not good enough to be in Metallica” 

My eyes narrow, blink. ‘lm not?" 

we 

| keep squinting as my chin juts out. "But lm good enough for Megadeth?" 
He stops laughing. 

"| don't understand. Why am | good enough for you but not for Metallica?" 
Dave's lip curls at the end and he lets the hand on my shirt drop. 


"You think they're better than you," | say. "They kicked you out because you had a drinking problem, Dave. Not 


because you weren't good enough. Technically, you're better..shit, even artistically, you kick their ass." 
"Then why do you want to play for them instead of me?" 
| take a deep breath. "I don't." 


"But you called Lars." 


"It was on impulse..after you fucking assaulted me into a piss test, after Nick.” 

"You think its so bad playing with me?" 

"No." 

"Because I'm a fucking cake walk compared to those guys. You wouldn't last a week in Metallica 

| scoff. "I bet | could” 

"Ha, | bet you couldn't. Het would have you crying in your diet soda before the day was through." 

"Oh, gosh, Dave, for some reason everyone thinks you're the bad ass." 

"| am" 

"So | can handle you, but | can't handle James Hetfield?" 

"You don't handle me. | handle you." 

"Really?" 

"Yeah, besides, | go easy on you. James and Lars would tear you down just for the fun of it" 

"Hmmm, and here | was thinking you were having fun tearing me down" 

He smirks. "I am." 

| look at him pursing my lips. That's when he leans in and kisses me. It's not like the other times he's kissed 
me. It's different, softer. It's like he's licking me instead of trying to fuck me with his tongue. | give into him 
for a moment, because the kissing feels so good, but then | push him off. 

"What's your deal with me?" 

His eyes look down and then pop back up to my eyes. "What do you mean?" 

"You're either cussing me out of kissing me. | don't get it." 

He shrugs and leans in again, his lips almost touching mine, but | hold him back with my hand on his chest. 


"So now, I've become what everyone was worried I'd become." 


He squints. "What?" 

"You didn't want everyone to think | was here as a piece of ass, and now that's exactly what | am." 
Chuckling, he says, "Bob, you're not a piece of ass." 

| look down at his hand thats on my hip and then back to his face. "You hold all your band mates like this?" 
Dave drops his hand and then bites his lip, turning his head away. 

"lm the token hole when you get lonely?" 

His face purses as it swings back to me. "Hole?" 

Im the hole, you're the stick." 

"What the fuck?" He scoffs. "You've already spent too much time with Drover." 

‘Im serious, Dave. You only see me as a chick. just so happen to play bass." 


He smirks, edging his face into mine. "| see you as a bass player that so happens to be a chick..and one that's 


not too bad lookin’. You're one of the guys, but it's okay to get a hard on for you." 

His hand lifts to slide a finger down my jaw line. Shivers cause my skin to tingle and goose bump. 

‘Lars was under the impression you had camel tits. | told him that couldn't be further from the truth." 

"You told him?" My eyes widen, my mouth drops open. 

Dave cocks his head to the side and smirks. "He had this stupid idea that he was going to get into your pants." 
"So you let him know..told him..fucking, you let him know that | was your property, huh?" 

His brow furrows. He shakes his head. "No." 

"You have to fucking own everybody.” 

"No, | don't.” 

| swirl around and take hold of the door knob. His hand clamps down on my shoulder. 


"Where do you think you're going?" 


"| have guests to attend to” 
"Im not done talking to you, Bob: 

| yark myself out from under his hard. "Well, lm done talking to you" 
| sling open the door and try to close it behind me, but he catches it 
"Bob" 


Quickly, | trod down the hall to the hospitality room. | can hear his footsteps behind me. | have to get away 


from him. 
"Bob!" 


He hooks me around the waist as my hand starts to push open the door. When it does, it seems like everyone 


in the room freezes, staring at us, his arm holding me to him. 

"I told you he was fucking her," Lars says, elbowing Jason in the side. 

Jason stares at me, his eyes squinting, and for some reason | don't feel like smiling. | bet Dave doesn't either. 
"What are you guys doing?" Jason asks, edging out into the hall. "I was just coming to look for y'all." 

"We had some business to attend to," | say, keeping my eyes on his. | don't think he believes me. 

"Business," smirks Lars. "ls that what you guys call it?" 

"Shut up, Lars," | say, still looking at Jason, 


"No one believes this whole Bob is a lesbian thing." Lars starts again. "Everyone knows you guys are, um, doing 


the deed. | have to give Mustaine an A for effort though. Um, the lesbian idea was pretty good" 
| turn to look back at Dave, but he's already half-way down the hall. 
"You know, um, if Rob ever needs to take some time off, | bet you'd, um, fit in real well with Metallica” 


My eyes jump back to Lars as he sips on his drink. Then | look at Jason He's looking past me, his arms crossed 


over his chest. 
| don't want to play for Metallica," | sigh. Shit, yes | do, but not for the reason Lars wants me to. 


"You don't? You'd, um, sell yourself short on Mustaine, here?" 


I'm not selling myself short." 

"You could be playing festivals, football stadiums, not small arenas." 

| don't want to play for Metallica" 

Lars turns to Jason. "I bet | know what her, um, problem is..can you say, um, dick whipped?" 


Jason's lips purse together tighter and then he snatches me by the arm. We start walking down the hall, me 
dragging slightly behind him. 


| can't believe you got yourself into this mess," he mumbles quietly. "I thought you'd have been smart enough 


not to get involved with Mustaine." 

‘I'm not!" 

Suddenly we stop. His eyes seem so blue, peering into me. 

"You know, you do this little thing with your eyes when you lie.” 
Oh fuck!! Can everyone tell when l'm lying? 


‘I'm not sleeping with him, Jay. We've had some run-ins that got out of hand, but we're not fucking. C'mon, l'm 


not that stupid" 

An apostrophe appears in his cheek when he smirks. 
"Y'all are involved. It's not that hard to tell." 

"But we're not. We're..we're..friends." 


His skin crinkles into an X in between his eyes. Then he shakes his head. "You have really fucked up now, Bobby. 


You might as well pack your bags and go home." 


| shoot my breath out like | was punched in the gut. That's when he hooks his arm over my neck and we start 


walking towards the exit. 
"Who are you rooming with now?" 
"Uh, Dave." 


"Who are you traveling with?" 


"Dave." 


He shakes his head again and yanks me close to kiss my temple. "Poor, poor Bobby. You really got yourself into 


trouble now." 


"| didn't ask to room with him. | didn't ask to be on his bus either. Shit, he was gonna stick me on the tech 


bus. 
"No he wasn't. He was fucking with you. The musicians never ride on the tech bus." 
Jason pushes through the exit door and we head out into the back parking lot: 


"So what do | do know?" 


"Break it off..he'll either respect you and let you keep your job, or he'll respect you and fire you. Whichever 
one, you're better off than being his little tour whore." 


"Ugh!" | glare at him as we break apart to circle his forest green Jeep. 
"What?" 

I'm so fucking tired of everyone calling me a whorell” 

"| didn't call you a whore." 

"You just said | was Dave's little tour whore!" 


Jason tilts his eyes up and moves his pointer finger around in the air. He looks like he's checking an invisible 


transcript. 


"Heh," he chuckles. "I didn't mean you were a whore. | just meant that that's what he's using you as. | don't 


think you're a whore." 


He points his keychain at his jeep causing a corresponding chirp. When we get in, he bends down for a CD wallet 
between my legs. Ugh..man hands are moving around between my thighs. Lord, help me. 


"You shouldn't let him treat you like one though. Don't ever have sex with a band mate. That's the kiss of 
death." 


| look at him, smirking. I've heard more than several rumors about him and James. 


His eyes narrow and his goateed chin juts out. "What?" 


"Nothing" | shake my head. 

"What's that look for?" 

"What look?" 

"That one," he says pointing at me. "That look like you think you know something" 

"| dont know anything” 

"Fuck, see what | mean, Bob? See? All it takes is one person to say something and everyone thinks." 
"Thinks what?" 


"Nothing. Just know that Lars is going to spit what he saw out into the rumor mill and your name is going to 


be mud as soon as it gets out" 

"So, what now?" 

"Hmmm, | don't know. We could.nah, never mind.” 

"What?" 

"No, it's a crazy idea" 

"C'mon, Jay, I'm beyond sane ideas at this point. What is it?" 


He squints at me pushing his hand up through his fluffy auburn curls. "Okay, well, itll save you from the 
rumor mill, but | don't know what its going to do to Dave." 


"This is something thats going to make him mad?" 
Jason cocks an eyebrow and nods his head. 
"A lot mad or a little mad?" 


Then he scoffs, "Does Dave ever get just a little mad?" 


STOP! 
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| smirk, blinking my eyes at Jason. Then | bite my lip. 

| don't know, Jay. We'll have to be very convincing. We may have to..you know..uh...” 
"| know." 

"You're that committed to helping me?" 

Two sapphire irises roll around in their eyeball sockets. He twists his jaw to the side. 


'Itd be quite a sacrifice, but..in all actuality it'd help me with my problem too. You know..that thing everyone 
thinks happened with me and James." 


| smile. "Ahhh. And here | was thinking you were just unselfishly helping me." 


"Well, we'd be killing two birds with one stone." He tilts his head down, thumbing through his CD wallet. "Lars 


probably wouldn't need to see too much. just enough...” 
"Like, how much?" 


His head raises, eyes shifting back to me. "I don't know. If it gets to a point where you're uncomfortable, just 
whisper in my ear and let me now, and I'll stop." 


"What if we're like-" | bring my hand up, my pointer finger and thumb almost touching, "this close to-" 
"tll stop." 


"What if-" 


"| said I'd stop, Bob. | would never do anything to you against your will” 

"What if we're mid-" 

"I'd stop." 

| cross my arms over my chest and study his face. He is just too cute. He looks like young, good-looking, heavy 
metal, Popeye. | want to rip open his shirt to see if he has a ship tattooed on his chest. | wonder if he's hiding 

cans of spinach underneath the seats in here. 

"So? Are we doing this or what?" 

| take a deep breath, nodding my head. "Yeah. | don't see how else we can repair this damage. And god forbid if 


anything Lars were to say got back to Dave's wife, | don't know what I'd do. We have to fix it" 


"Okay then," Jason smiles. "We better get back into the hospitality room before everyone starts to bail. Then 


we'd have no one to make a scene in front of." 

"Right" 

| climb out of Jason's jeep and meet him around on the backside. He points his keychain at it, making it chirp. 
"When should we start this?" 


Jason sidles up to me and tucks me up under his arm. "Right now would be good. We don't want it to look like a 


staged event. You never know when someone will see us." 

"Okay." 

| wrap my arm around his waist and snuggle up close. This really isn't so bad..not that | thought it would be. | 
mean, how could | get so lucky? | get to get all up close and personal with Jason Newsted, knock out the, uh, 
*cough*, rumors about me and Dave while helping Jason with his own rumor problems. Then | start to 
wonder. 

"So where did the rumors about you and James come from?" 

Jason tilts his head down, sticking his free hand into his jean pocket. 

"Ah, you wouldn't believe the shit people say on the internet. That crap Ross said about you is pretty tame 


compared to the shit people say about me and James. | actually found this website where people just make 


shit up. This one person writes stories, like tons of stories, where James and | are having this torrid 


homosexual love affair." 

"Really?" | chuckle. "lid like to read some of that." 

Jason frowns, the little x appearing between his eyes again. 
"Well, | mean, are they well written?" 


"Yeah, except that this person always has James beating me up. | wish they'd write something where | get to 
beat him up." 


| snort, trying not to laugh. "What site is this?" 

"Ah, fuckin’, uh, rockfic or something or other." 

"Really?" 

Jason smirks and nods his head. 

"Hmmm, I'll have to check that out the next time I'm bored on the tour bus." 


As we make it to the backstage door, one of the Drovers comes barreling out with Steve. They give us a 


strange look as Jason draws me closer to kiss my cheek. Fuck, this is so cool. 

We continue hanging on each other as we saunter down the halls. Techs and roadies all raise their eyebrows as 
they pass us. At one point, Jason tries to kiss me as we continue walking down the hall and we veer into a wall. 
| spit out laughing as he keeps trying to cover my mouth with his. 

"Don't laugh," he whispers into my ear. "You shouldn't be laughing.” 

| try to keep my chin over his shoulder as he covers me. I'm drowning in Newsted-ness. It's so funny because 
he doesn't smell anything like | thought he'd smell. For some reason, | picked him off as a Halston Z-I4 kind of 
guy, but he actually smells more like Old Spice. | guess that suits my Popeye the Sailor image of him. 

"Be still," he chuckles, taking hold of my chin. 

As Jason puts his lips on mine | notice two figures walking towards us in my peripheral vision 

"Oh god, get a room." 


That sounds like Rick | try to look, but the figures have already passed. Then one pops back. 


"Bob?" 


Jason and | break apart to look at him. He's got one hand on his hip, the other sliding back and forth over his 


chin. 

"What are you guys doin?" 

All Jason and | can do is blink Then Jason pipes in. "Dude, what does it look like we're doing?" 

"Uh" 

‘lm kissing my girlfriend. You gotta problem with that?" 

"Uh, girlfriend? Bob's your girlfriend?" 

"Yeah." 

Rick looks to me as | smile. Then his eyebrows shoot up. "Okay... Wow, Newsted, you're a brave man" 

| feel my brows furrow. "What the hell is that supposed to mean?" 

Rick shakes his head, chuckling and walks away. | look at Jason and he shrugs. | shrug back and then we 
continue our trek down the hall. When we get to the hospitality room door, | can still hear the mumbling and 
intermittent yells of people inside. 

"Are you ready?" Jason asks. 


| nod. "Ready." 


Before he throws open the door, Jason yanks me up close, grabs my chin and plants a hard, rough kiss on me. 


His tongue flicks inside my mouth quickly and then withdrawals. 
"What was that for?" | breathe, shocked. "No one can see us." 


"I just wanted to make sure you got all the giggles out. If you giggle in front of everyone when | try to kiss 
you itll look forced. We gotta look like we've been doing this for awhile." 


"But Dave knows you and |-" 


“This is just about Lars. It doesn't matter what Dave thinks as long as he doesn't go blabbing to Lars. And | 
don't think we'll have to worry too much about that." 


| nod and then lean into Jason, smiling. Softly | put my lips on his, and just ever so slightly touch my tongue to 
him. Our eyes are open and locked the whole time. 


"You don't have to worry about me giggling," he whispers. 
"Uh, okay." 
We get situated back into each other's arms and then Jason pushes in the door. 


"Heyl" someone yells as we start squeezing our way through the intermingled bodies. | feel Jason pressed up 


tight behind me, his hand clutching mine. 

"Over there..the bar..go to the bar." 

Yeah, where else would Lars be? Of course he's at the bar. As people part in front of us, | see the little Dane, 
leaning on one hand that's propped on the wall, a cocktail in the other, chatting up two girls. As we get close, 
Jason wraps his arms around my waist. 

"Hey, um, where've you guys been? The party's been real happening.” 

"We had some business to attend to," | smile as Jason leans in, nibbling on my neck 

"What?" Lars' eyes shift from Jason to me, then back to Jason, 

| giggle as | feel hands smoothing up along ribs. Jason's arms squeeze me tight just under my breasts. Lars’ 
eyes squint. He seems confused. Then he seems disappointed as his two girls disperse out into the people 
around us. 

"Hey, where you guys going?” 

Lars sloshes back, his aquiline nose tilted up in the air. 

"Looks like they left you hanging," Jason smirks, edging us closer towards Lars. 

"Yeah, well, | didn't like them much anyway." 


| snicker, bringing my hand to my mouth. "Two leggy brunettes? Yeah right.” 


"Did you see, um, the nose on that one?" Lars points behind me, takes a sip on his drink and then points at us. 


"How long have you two known each other?" 


We separate for a minute, looking at each other for the answer. Jason brings his hand up to my face and dots 
a finger under my eye. 


"What the-" 


"Eyelash." He smiles, showing me the tip of his finger. "You had a loose eyelash. Blow on it and make a wish." 


| think for a minute, smile, and then pucker my lips, blowing the tiny hair off him. Then he turns to Lars. "Two 
months or so, | guess. Is that right?" he asks, turning back to me. 


"Uh, yeah." 

He moistens his lips, nodding his head. "Yeah, Dave hooked us up." 
"Really?" Lars looks up his nose at us, squinting. 

"Yep," | peep. 


"Hmmm, Camel Tits, you must really get around. | just heard something about you and Menza, and then there 


was that thing about Dave." 

"Get around?" | frown, puffing up. "I haven't been with anyone!" 
Jason sticks a finger in my ribs. 

My eyes shift to the side. "Except for Jay." 


Lars looks over his shoulder and moves to a free spot on the couch. He crouches over, setting his drink on a 


coffee table. 

"So, um, why'd Dave fire Nick?" 

| think about that for a minute. | don't want Lars spewing rumors everywhere that Nick had pot on the bus. If 
Mustaine wants to be a shit and tell everyone, that's his deal, not mine. Jesus, | hope he's not that much of an 
asshole. 

"You'd have to ask Dave." 

"Hmmm, you know, um, | heard a little something about maybe he was jealous of you two." 

"Me and Jason?" 

"No, um, you and Nick" 


| laugh, shaking my head. "No. That wasn't it” 


"No? Then what was it?" 


Jason leans to the side and gets a beer off the bar. He wraps a napkin around it, twists off the cap, hands it 
to me and then takes one for himself. Shit, | could get used to this. 


"Lars, | don't talk about my friends behind their backs. If you want to know why Nick split, you have to talk to 
Dave about it" 


Lars' eyebrows do a little jump and then he sips on his drink. | look at Jason, hoping he'll do something to get 
the subject of conversation changed. That's when he navigates me over to another opening on the couch next 


to Lars. Its only one spot, so he sits down and plants me on his lap. 


"Well, um, you must be some kind of woman to snag Newsted. Truthfully, we, um, were starting to wonder if 


he didn't, um, bat for the other team." 

"Really? Why's that?" 

"He's never, um, shown much interest in girls." 

| look at Jay. He raises an eyebrow. "See what | mean?" 

"Mmm" | take a sip of my beer. "Jay was just waiting for the right girl to come along. That's all." 
"Yeah, um, one with camel tits." 


"Lars, drop the camel tit shit." | say, nudging his leg with my boot. "Besides, Jay can attest to the fact that 
my tits don't look like camel tits at all." 


Jay just missed his cue. | pull my leg back, kicking him. 

"Yeah, she's got great hooters." 

Lars squints and leans into Jason and then looks up at me. "Why does this seem so, um..! don't know, weird?" 
"Weird?" | ask, "In what way?" 


"You guys seem more like, um, brother and sister than boyfriend and girlfriend. This isn't, um, some kind of 


joke, is it?" 
Jason leans his head on my breast, nudging me up closer. He starts singing "Love Me Tender". 


"No, why would we joke with you?" | grimace, feeling really strange that I'm being serenaded with an old Elvis 


song. 


"Hmmm, | don't know, but, um, y'all just make a really weird couple." 

The three of us sit there in silence for awhile. Okay, Jason's still singing, but for the most part, its getting 
quiet. People have started slowly filing out of the hospitality room. When another space opens up on the couch, 
Jason slides over and | drop down in between him and Lars. That's when the petting begins. 

"Cmere," Jason murmurs, taking my face in his hands. "I'm dying for another kiss." 

Oh, the things | do for Dave..oh, and for my reputation. Jason and | lip lock for awhile, and of course, my body 
starts revving its engine. | mean man-hands are on my hips, on my back, stroking me. Oh man, | really need to 


get laid. 


| breathe heavier as | turn my body towards Jason. Then he swings me back up into his lap, only now l'm 


straddling him. | feel one of his hands wedge into the backside of my jeans. 
"Fuck! You guys need to go get a room" Lars hisses, rising from the couch. 


| smile underneath Jason's kisses. His hands run up my back, up my shirt. Playfully, he tugs on my hair. My 


groin tingles as his hips press up against me. 
"I think we're getting carried away," | whisper as he starts nuzzling my neck. 
‘ls that stop?" 


| pull back to get a look at him. His auburn waves are pushed away from his face, his lip is hitched into a half 


smile. Blue. Blue. His eyes are so blue. 
"No. | never said stop, just stating a fact that's all." 


We start kissing again, and then | feel a tap on my shoulder. | look at Jay, who's looking up, so | twist to see... 
Drover. Ugh. His pickle is in my face. 


"What's up?" | ask. 


"The party's moving to the hotel..which is where you guys need to get a room. Y'all are making everybody sick 
with this vulgar display of affection" 


"Whose room is the party at?" Jason asks, pushing his hand through his hair. 


"Mine and Glen's. You guys can come so long as you get this stuff out of your system before you get there. 
We can't have all this necking in the room. Us married guys have to keep our minds off this type of shit" 


Jason nods as Drover walks away. When he and another person leave my line of vision, | see Dave sitting on 


the couch across the room. His dark eyes blink, locked on me as he brings a bottle to his lips. A botle..one 


that does not look like water.or soda.the liquid is amber..beer. Shit. Oh well, at least its not vodka 
‘Lars is leaving with Shawn," Jason whispers. "Do you want to follow him to the party?" 

When | turn my face back to him, he smiles. "Or.we could." 

"What?" | smile. 

"Take this to my room..f you want" 


| turn back over my shoulder to see Dave take the hand of some blonde in a mini-skirt who's standing next to 


him. He gets up and starts smiling at her. She snakes her arm around his waist. 
"You should probably stay with me tonight." Jason whispers. "That way everyone will think...” 


| nod. "Yeah." 


| get up off Jason's lap and lead him by the hand out of the room. Regrettully, we're right behind Dave and 
the blonde. Quietly, we walk in pairs to the courtesy van. Fuck, this is uncomfortable. No one says anything. 
Jason and | are walking, wrapped in each other's arms. Dave is walking side by side with the blonde, chugging 


his bottle of beer, a full one in his other hand. As we get outside, he throws his empty bottle, breaking it 


against a metal trash dumpster. 
"Get in the back," he tells the blonde as we approach the mini-bus. 


Shit, that means they're sitting behind us. Why does this turn my stomach? Why is this bothering me? Maybe 
she's just following him to the party. Maybe he just wants to chat with her. 


| climb into the middle row of seats, followed by Jason. He swings his arm around me. The bus remains 
completely quiet as the driver pulls out of the parking lot. Then | hear the sound of smacking behind me. What 
the fuck is that? | turn my head to the side and force my eyes as far into their corners as possible. When a 
flash of blue-white streetlight runs across the inside of the bus, | see it. Red and blonde hair, no faces. 


They're kissing. Fuck! 


Jason places his hand on my knee and bends his head toward mine. "You okay?" he whispers. 


"I'm fine." 


More smacking. More kisses. Another thick line of light floats through the bus. | can't stand this. | can't believe 
Dave is making out with this girl. My heart starts pounding. 


Raising my hand, | turn Jason's face to me. | place my mouth on his and give him the softest, wettest, fuck- 
me kiss | can. His tongue follows my lead, caressing mine. Now we're making smacking noises too, and turned like 
this, | can still see Dave in my peripheral vision. 

Another streak of light, and | see them break apart. Then | hear the sound of a zipper pulling down. What the 
fuck are they doing? | hear a different kind of smack now. It's not a kissing smack, it's more like a suction 
smack, and then | hear Dave groan My heart pangs and skitters in my chest. My eyes itch. My throat 
tightens. | hate him. | hate Dave. Another line of light goes by and | see the blonde's head in Dave's lap. Oh shit. 
| place my hand on Jason's thigh and slide it up between his legs. His whole body stiffens and he pulls away. 
"Uh, Bobby?" he whispers, his nose pressed to mine. "Remember when we talked about stop?" 

"Yeah." 

"| said you could say it anytime?" 

"Yes." 

"Well, | didn't think about the line." 

"What line?" 


"The line of no return. You're very close to passing it" 


| move my hand away but he quickly grabs it and squeezes it. Another flash of light and | see two blue eyes 


melting into me. 
‘lm sorry," | whisper. "Of course you have the right to say stop too." 


"No," he softly chuckles. "I'm not saying stop. l'm just saying if you want to stop, we better stop now. | didn't 
really think we'd go this far." 


As another flash of light slides by, my eyes shift to the back of the van. Dave groans again 

"I understand," | say, my voice breathy and tired. "| don't want to stop." 

Jason leans in to kiss me again and | pull myself on to his lap. Wrapping my arms around him, | see the two 
silhouettes in the backseat. One head tilted back, a small peak for a nose, and another one bobbing up and down, 
another smack, another groan. | press my hips to Jason and | feel the firmness between my legs. | grind 


against it as a hand reaches up under my shirt. 


"Stop." 


| freeze, but the hands squeezing and kneading me continue. It was Dave. He said stop. Oh thank god. 


Jason's teeth nip at my neck as | watch the second head rise to the first one. It leans in but then tilts back 
and thats when | realize she's reclining. She's lying back in the seat. | hear fabric rustling and see the first 
head move towards the other. Then | hear more fabric rustling and then | hear a gasp. When another streak 
of light passes within the bus, | see he's lying between her legs, her skirt hiked up around her waist. He's 
fucking her. Dave's fucking that girl in front of me. Oh my god. 


| push into Jason, wishing there were no fabric barrier between us. | wish | could fuck him, make Dave be 


witness to our coupling too. Fuck, why don't | ever where skirts? 
"Put your hand in," | whisper, undoing the button on my jeans. 


Awkwardly Jason and | shift to make things work and then | feel his finger pierce me. | cry out and | don't care 
who hears me. 


"Oh Bob." 


| grind against Jason's hand and bury my chin into his shoulder. Its dark, but my eyes see everything. | see 
Dave fucking that girl and | wish it were me lying beneath him. | squeeze my eyes shut, but | still see it, and | 
can hear their huffs as he thrusts into her. 


"Uhhh, Dave." 


That bitch. | wish | could jump over this seat and rip her hair out. My body tenses with aggression, anger... 
jealousy. My stomach's in knots. 


"God | want you, Bob." 


| bring my mouth to kiss Jason, pushing my tongue into him as hard as | can. l'm fucking him tonight come hell 
or high water. I'm fucking Jason. Fuck Dave. | bite his lip, pull on his hair. | want to hurt him. | want to hurt 
poor Jason, hurt him like Dave's hurting me. | grind my hips, forcing his finger deeper into me. With each 
movement of Dave's shadow, | move against Jason. My body is trembling. My legs quiver. 


Suddenly Jason pulls his hand out, then twists to lay me down in the seat. He slides my pants down to my 
thighs and turns my legs to the side. | hear another zipper. Yes. Yes, Dave. Hear that? That's my release 
coming. That's the sound of Jason preparing to fuck me. Something you'll never do. That's when a tear rolls 
down the side of my face, and then the thickness of a cock pushes into me. Jason grunts and | cry out again. 
A flash of light and | see eyes, water-color-liquid blue, not hard and dark like mahogany wood. | smell Old Spice, 
not Tide laundry detergent. He pushes against me, causing me to slide back on the seat. 


"Stop." 


Jason freezes. Why? Who said that? My mouth is open Oh my god, it was me. It was my voice that said that. 
| said stop. 


"What's wrong, Bob?" 

My voice breaks. "Stop 

He pulls out and sits back in the seat. | see his silhouette push a hand through his hair. "Did | hurt you?" 
ex 

He didn't. Ht wasn't him who hurt me. It was Dave. Why am | saying this? 

"God, Im sorry, Bob’ 


More tears slide down my cheek as | bend to pull my jeans up. | hear the sound of Jason zipping and this time 
it's not my release. It's the sound of my failure. | couldn't do it. 


"m sorry," | whisper. 


Jason puts his arms around my shoulder and pulls me close. When his cheek brushes against mine he startles. 


His hand comes up to wipe the transfer of my tears from his face. 
"Are you crying?" 

"No." 

"Yeah..you are. Why are you crying?" 


A flash of light passes over me and Jay as the girl pants out her orgasm behind us. He can see it in my eyes. 
He knows. Jason looks over my shoulder and then back into my eyes. His lips purse together as he nods. 


Leaning into Jason, | search for comfort. As the van pulls into the hotel's parking lot, the sound of hushed 
voices and clothes adjusting behind me keeps me from finding it. | hate Dave. | hate him for doing this. | hate 
that whore he just fucked. I'm afraid if | see her, I'll kill her. 


"Thanks," Jason says To the driver as he pulls the van's sliding door back. 
He steps onto the sidewalk and leads me out by the hand My eyes squint from the bright lights of the hotel's 


overhang. A cold wind slaps against me, blowing my hair to the side and then | feel someone bump into me 


from behind. 


‘Oh, I'm sorry, Bob." 


| turn to see the whore. She's smiling, pulling her fingers through her |-just-got-fucked hair. Dave is exiting 
behind her. 


"Fuck you," | hiss, moving up into her face. 


| think it's just the heels, but this girl is a good two inches taller than me. She blinks her mascara-ed 


eyelashes at me. Her dick sucking mouth falls open. 
"What?" 

"| said fuck you, you fucking whore!" 

"Bob," Jason calls behind me. "Don't." 

"What's your problem?" the whore sneers, stepping closer. 
"You're a fucking whore! Slut! You disgust mel" 


Dave tries to step in between us as | lunge for her. My fingers immediately go into her long blonde hair and 
start pulling. She screams as some of it remains in my hand after Dave and Jason have pull me off her. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you?" Dave snarls. "What is your fucking problem?" 
| scrunch my face up, trying to keep the tears from starting again 

‘Like you don't fucking know!" Jason retorts, still holding me back 

"Look, lm talking to Bob. tm not talking to you, Newdick" 

"Fuck youl" Jason huffs, bellying up behind me, knocking me into Dave. 


| stumble to the side as Dave and Jason start pushing each other. All | hear is yelling, and all | see is auburn 


and red hair flying around as they start tussling back and forth. 
"Stop!" | yell. "Stop it!" 


Jason pushes Dave. Then Dave takes him by the scruff of his shirt and swings him into the side of the van 


The whore next to me starts yelling in unison with me. 


"Stop it! Stop it!" 


Dave bows his chest up against Jason and | can see him grit his teeth. "What the fuck is going on?" 
"Are you happy with yourself?" Jason squints. "Are you fucking happy you made her cry?" 


Dave turns to me and then Jason pushes past him. My eyes remain locked with Dave's until Jason and | turn 


together and start into the hotel. 
"Bob!" 
"Just ignore him. He's fucking drunk." 


We get half-way through the lobby before | hear the sound of footsteps coming up behind me. Then Dave 


grabs my arm and swings me around, 

"Did | hurt your feelings? Huh? Did | make the scared little pigeon cry?" 

"Dave-" 

"Shut up, Jason. | want an answer, Bob. You can't handle a double dose of your own medicine?" 
My heart jumps into my throat. "What?" 


"Don't play stupid with me. Fucking making out with Jason for everybody to see. You liked shoving my face in it. 


Liked me seeing what you give to everyone else but me." 

"Dude, you have it all wrong." Jason shakes his head. 

"Do I? | don't think so. | think you like hurting me." 

"Hurt you?" | scoff. "How can anyone hurt you? You don't let anyone get close enough!" 
Dave's eyes squint and then look past me. That's when | hear Rick behind me. 

"You guys need to keep your voices down. You're causing a fucking scene." 

"Shut up, Rick" 

"Dave, this is no place-" 

"| said shut up, Rick." 


| hear Rick walk away ina huff and the three of us stand there eyeing each other for a minute. Then Dave 


grabs my arm. 


"Come on, we're taking this up to our room" 

I'm not staying with you, Dave." 

"The hell you aren't. All your stuff is in my room--where you are staying tonight.” 
| shake my head. "I'm staying with Jason" 


He stops then turns to Jay, and pushes me towards him. "You want her so bad? Then fucking have her." 


Flipping Switches 


Disclaimer: Not real. Never happened Never will. This is just a figment of my imagination. No harm or hurt 


intended. 


NNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN NNN NNNNNNN NN NNN NNN NNN 


Jason and | take the elevator to the seventh floor. Room 141. | wish | were on a 147 right now, flying home. | 
miss my house, my band, my bed. | wouldn't mind so much sleeping alone there. At least I'd have my cat to 
curl up with, a good book, a few scented candles causing shadows to dance around me. A hotel room is such a 
cold substitute for that. It's like a mini-home, but without the comfort, the heart. 

"I think I'll take a shower," | say, scratching at a rat's nest on the back of my head, "If that's alright with you." 


“Sure, go ahead." 


| have no idea what l'm going to put on after this shower. | only have the clothes on my back. Everything | 


need is in Dave's room. | let a heavy sigh. Yeah, everything... 

Sitting on the edge of the tub, | let water pass through my hands. Warm. Maybe I'll have a bath instead? | look 
at the hospitality tray on the tank of the toilet and find a sample of scented bath salts and a little bottle of 
bubble bath. Maybe this will take the chill out of me..a long hot bath. 


The water is almost too hot, causing me to gasp and then release a cleansing breath as | sink into the tub. 


Bubbles tickle my chin and my earlobes. | close my eyes and then there's a knock on the bathroom door. 
"Yeah?" 


Jason pokes his head in. "Hey, | have a pair of boxers and a tank top you can sleep in I'll just set them down 


here" He leans toward the vanity and puts the clothes by the sink "You doing alright?" 

| drape my arm on the side of the tub and rest my chin on it. “lm getting by: 

Jason steps into the bathroom, his hands poked into his jean pockets. "Weird right, huh?" 
"You could say that again" 


He smiles, the parentheses forming in his cheeks. "Weird night, huh?" 


| laugh. | love Jason. Then | feel bad about what | put him through on the mini-bus. 
"Look, Jay?" 

"Hann?" 

"About earlier-" 


"Hey," he sighs, waving his hand, "don't worry about it. | can see now that | stepped into something complex. | 
had no idea you guys were so into each other." 


"Yeah..it took me by surprise too.” 

Jason sits down on the toilet seat and props his elbows on his knees. "I know Dave seems like an asshole now, 
but despite that shit he pulled, | can tell he really cares about you. | mean, that's the shit he does when 
someone steps into his personal space. He can't take the closeness. He freaks out." 


| flick a spray of bubbles out from in front of my face. "Well let me just back the fuck up then" 


"I think it's a little too late for that," Jason chuckles. "Besides, it's not backing up you'll have to do to get away, 


you'll have to disappear.” 


Leaning back in the tub, | let my half-lidded eyes gaze at Jason Man, he's so boyishly cute. Even with signs of 
age appearing on his face, he still looks like a teenager with all those soft auburn curls. | wish my feelings for 
Dave hadn't stopped me from enjoying him. | wish | had the guts now to just stand up and push my suds- 
covered body to him. I'm still horny as hell. Note to self: next town we go to, buy a vibrator. 


Jason slaps his hands on his knees and rises up from his seat. "Well, I'll give you some peace and quiet..." 
"Thanks, Jay..for everything." 


He points his finger at me, in the shape of a gun, and pulls the trigger as a crystal blue eye winks at me. 
"Don't fall asleep in there, alright?" 


| shake my head as he roughs my hair. Then | watch him walk out and shut the door. I'm such a putz | can't 
believe | said stop to that. Stop. That's not what | wanted to stop. | wanted to stop these feelings for Dave. 


| close my eyes, trying to relax, but my eyelids are like movie screens, a Dave double feature replaying the 
events from the van..the way he was kissing her..the way he had her arms pinned up over her head..like he'd 
done to me..his hips pressing into her..the sounds of their breaths pounding out with force. | hate him. | want 


him. | hate him. 


After my bath, | towel off and put Jason's clothes on. The boxers are so loose they almost fall off my hips. 


The tank top is more like filmy, see thru, white suspenders since the arm holes stretch down to my bottom 
rib. As | walk out into the hotel room, the sudden blast of arctic air-conditioning sets my breasts at full 
salute. My headlights are on. Jason's lying on the bed, stretched out on his side. He looks up from a book he's 
reading and raises an eyebrow. 


| smile. 


Maybe we can reconsider this stop thing. | mean, we're in a hotel room now. There's no audience. There's no 


groupie-humping Dave behind us. 
"Whatcha reading?" | ask, coyly, sitting down next to him. 


Jay's eyes squint. "I have no idea" Then, with a smile, he tosses the book to the floor. "I just completely 
forgot." 


"That good huh?" 

His eyes skim down my body. "Yeah..that good" 

Chuckling, | say, "I was being sarcastic, you know..about the book" 

Without a word, Jason raises his hand to fiddle with the straps on my shoulders. He slips a finger underneath 
the fabric and runs it down. As it slides over my skin, to my chest, it brushes over my nipple, sending 
crackling threads of electricity through my body. 

"You know he's going to break your heart, don't you?" 

| gulp. "At this moment, Jason, my heart isn't the body part lim thinking of..." 

"He has no choice." 

| take a deep breath. "I know." 

"And he's not going to stop until he gets what he wants." 


"| know." 


Now his whole hand is inside the tank top. The backside of it is rubbing up and down against my nipple, flicking 
it on and off like a light switch. 


Jason lets a heavy sigh. "I wish | could be more like him. Determined, obstinate." 


"| don't know, Jay. | like you just the way you are.” 


Two circles of blue shift up to my face. | lean towards him and rest my hand on his bare thigh. We match, 
both in boxers and tanks. | let the tips of my fingers slide up under the thin flannel cotton. His eyes softly 
blink. 


"What are you going to do when he's done with you?" 

"| don't know. Go home, | guess." 

My hand finds him underneath the soft, brushed fabric. The skin is silky and veined, stretched tight, and 
expanding as | feel him grow and harden. Our eyes stay locked on each other and | become aware of the 
silence, the peace. No one is yelling. No one is throwing anything. All there is is the hum of the air-conditioning 


and the sound of our breathing. 


| slide up closer to him and straddle his lap. 'm starting to feel comfortable being with him like this. | think half 
of our time together tonight has been spent in this position. This time, | won't say stop. This time, I'll do it. 


Both of Jason's hands slide up into the legs of my boxers and start squeezing my ass cheeks. His pinky finger 
brushes against the part of me that's moistening and swelling. | want to press down on his crotch but he's 


already busy slipping a finger into me. 


| close my eyes, struggling to breathe. "| don't want that, and | don't want to wait any longer, Jason. Let's just 
do it before something happens." 


He leans me over to the side, as | start kicking off my boxers. The head of his penis is poking out of the slit in 
his like a wary gopher. We kiss for awhile before he makes his way down my body. He stretches the neck of 
the tank, pulling it down my shoulders and over my arms. | yank free and grab his head as he begins licking 
and biting my breasts. There's smacking noises. The tank is now like the blonde's skirt was, just a wad of fabric 
at my waist. 


| pull his hair, closing my eyes. | press my head into the pillow. 


"| don't know why we're even starting this," he says in breathy whisper. "I know Dave's going to show up at the 


door any minute now." 

"Don't answer it" 

Teeth nibble at my stomach. A tongue pokes into my belly button Two hands gently part my legs. 
"He'll keep banging until we let him in" 


"Then let him in He can watch." 


Then a tongue flicks, just nicking the magic button | groan, pressing my head further back into the pillow 
before two lips pinch my most sensitive part. Jason flipped the switch. He's electrocuting me. My hips buck up 
as | pull his hair tight into my fists. 

Then, as if on cue, someone starts knocking on the door. Jason's head pops up from in between my legs. 

"See, | told you." 

"No..no..." | sigh as he pulls away to get to his feet. 

Jason looks at me, his hands on his hips. Then he turns his head when the banging on the door continues. 
"Fuck!" 

He shifts the fabric of his boxer shorts to cover himself and he walks around the corner to the door. 


"Just tell him to fuck offl" | yell. 


Then, Jason's voice is muffled. It must be bouncing off the door as he looks through the peep-hole. "It's..it's 
Rick" 


"Rick?" 


When | hear the sound of the door opening, | lean over the side of the bed to get my boxers and quickly slip 
them and my tank back on. 


"Have you seen Dave?" 

| recognize Rick's voice. Then | hear a Drover. 

"He was at our room about an hour ago. Then he grabbed a bottle of bourbon and split" 
Then Rick again. "Where's Bob?" 

| see Jason's hand point from around the corner and shortly after, Rick and Drover appear. 
"Where's Dave?" 

| cover myself with a pillow. "I don't know." 

"Shit!" Rick stamps his foot. "We got to find him." 


My brows furrow. "Did you check his room?! 


Rick gives me a smart ass look. "Of course. The only thing in there is his luggage and yours, strung across the 


room like confetti." 

"What?" 

He steps closer. "Get your clothes on and meet me downstairs. We have to find him as soon as possible. Shit," 
he mumbles, pursing his lips. "I should have kept an eye on him after | saw him drinking at the auditorium.’ 
Then he looks back to me. "Why is he so upset? What did you do?" 

"| didn't-" 


"Yes you did. What happened?" 


Jason interjects. "He was drunk before they got into that argument. You know how Dave is when he drinks. This 


has nothing to do with Bob." 

"Sure," Rick sighs. "I guess it doesn't matter now. We just need to find him as soon as possible." 

Drover and Rick leave. Jason and | get dressed and meet them downstairs. When we step out into the parking 
lot, they're standing beside the courtesy van. The same driver is twirling his keys on his finger, chewing gum. 
He looks real thrilled to be chauffeuring us around at two in the morning. 

We all climb in It feels strange sitting here in the middle row of seats again. The stripes of light still float like 
ghost tentacles down the inside of the van There's no smacking this time. No kissing. No dick sucking. No 
fucking. No tears. 

Rick's cell phone rings. He looks at it. 

"Oh thank god." 

He brings it to his ear. 

"Dave, where the hell are you?" 


| can hear the General's voice, tiny and tinny, emanating from the earpiece. 


"What the fuck did you do that for?" Rick scowls. "Where the fuck are you?" Then he turns to the driver. "Do 


you know where Rockhouse is?" 
"You mean Raucous? Yeah, it's this rock club downtown. It's not too far away." 


Within five minutes, we're in front of it, a black building with neon pink and blue lights running in tubes around 


the roof. Immediately, | notice Steve leaning on the side of the building, puking, and Dave is sitting on a rock 
retaining wall, his chin resting on his propped up fists. He yells for Steve and starts walking towards the van, 
sort of sloshing to the side. Jason pulls the door back. 

"What the fuck are you doing here?" Dave asks, slurring. 

"Looking for you. What are you doing, man?" 

| see Dave's eyes flit to me. "Hmmm, didn't get enough the last ride you took?" 


Jason huffs, "Dude, just get in the van" 


Steve stumbles in front of them and falls into the last row. Dave looks from him to me. "I guess I'd rather sit 
beside a bitch than a vomiting drunk" 


He hooks his foot on the step, but as he goes to get in, it slips. He catches himself before slamming his face 
into the seat arm. 


"Woah!" Jason chuckles catching him. Then he helps him up. 


The seat bounces when Dave drops down next to me. His head waves back and forth, half-lidded eyes looking 
around and then he looks at the space between us. 


"Fuck, | hope I'm not sitting in the wet spot." 
"Shut up, Dave," Jason mumbles, taking the seat next to Steve. 


Rick slides the door shut. After he gets into the passenger seat, the van sets in motion again Each bump and 
turn causes Dave to slosh back and forth. He closes his eyes and brushes his hand over his forehead. 


"Are you alright?" | ask, laying my hand on his shoulder 

He turns to me. Two dark dots for eyes blink softly. "tm fine" 

The van bumps again. | can actually see the green tint wash over Dave's face. 
"Oh shit. Does someone have a bag or something? | think he's going to be sick" 


‘lm not going to be sick! | said I'm finel" He takes a deep breath and quiets down "I just need to lay back or 
something.’ His head sloshes again and turns to the side. "Fuck" Then he turns to me. 


"I can get in the backseat and you can lay down here." 


"No," he mumbles. "No. You'll make an adequate pillow." 

Dave shifts and then lays his head in my lap. His legs hook over the arm of the bench seat. | try to keep my 
eyes to the front windshield, but after a while, | can't help myself. | look down at him. His eyes are closed. He 
presses his lips together and then moistens them with his tongue. He actually looks peaceful. I've never really 
seen him look that way before. Then his eyes open. | want to look away; | try to, but | can't, not until he closes 
his eyes again. Then he shifts to his side, his hand resting on my arm. 

| bring my other hand over to push a stray hair from his face. That's when his hand goes to my waist and 
his face snuggles my abdomen His breath is hot, seeping through the cotton of my t-shirt to my stomach. 
There's another bump in the road. He winces. 

"Are you sure you're alright?" | whisper. 

"Yeah." 

That's when he shifts over to his back again. His eyes peer up at me. Another bump, another wince. 


"Oh fuck" 


It happens in slow motion, but I'm not quick enough to move. Like | can just push him to the floor. | should, but 
| don't. Instead | just let him puke on me. 


"Argh, ugh, huh, huh, huh" 
| hold my arms out like a limp-wristed scarecrow. The feel of warm liquid seeps into my shirt and pants. | try 
to only breathe through my mouth. If | smell stomach acid, Ill be puking too. We'll have a puke-fest. Hey, 
there's a festival Megadeth can headline 

"Shit, Bob, Im sorry" 

| grimace and turn over my shoulder to Jason. He starts laughing. 

"Thanks for all your help, Jay 

"Hey, there's nothing | can do. You'll just have to wear it until we get to the hotel” 

Dave sits up and then bends over. "lm really, really sorry, Bob" He sort of hiccups, but covers his mouth. 


"You got more?" | ask. "My shoes are still dry." 


His head turns to the side to give me a scowl. Then he tilts to the side, lays his hand on my knee, and throws 
up on my boots. 


"Thanks, Dave. Now | feel complete." 

When we get to the hotel, Dave vomits in the parking lot. Then he vomits in the bathroom in the lobby. Then 
he tries really hard not to vomit in the elevator. He keeps his hand on his mouth all the way into the hotel 
room, where he rushes into the bathroom and lets it fly. | edge past him trying to get to my fourth bath for 
Today. 


| turn on the tub faucet, and then turn on the sink faucet. | get a washcloth warm and damp and then hand it 
to him. 


"Thanks." Dave spits a couple of times into the toilet and then wipes his face. 
"Everybody alright in here?" Jason asks from the bathroom door. 
| nod as Dave slams the toilet seat down and drops onto it. Then Rick leans in from behind Jason. 


"You guys better get into bed. We have to get back on the bus in four hours. Bob, | trust you'll stay here and 


make sure Dave's alright?" 

| nod again, my eyes shifting to Jason. 

He grins. "Night, Bob," then follows Rick out the door. Damn it. 
"| guess | ruined your romantic evening with the Champ." 


| look at Dave as | adjust the temperature on my shower water. | think he wants me to say it's alright, but it 
isn't. | just turn the knob to make the water shoot out the shower head instead of the spicket. 


| need a shower, Dave. So if you don't mind...” 

"Fine. I'm going." 

He leaves the bathroom, taking the little trash can with him. | quickly shower and then sneak out into the room 
with a towel wrapped around me. | have to sort through my luggage that's been scattered all over the room. | 
can only find the kitty panties and an extra large Megadeth t-shirt that | don't think is mine. It'll have to do. | 


go ahead and put them on there. Dave's sound asleep, still fully clothed, laying on top of the covers of his bed. 


"Fucking putz," | whisper. "I should hate you." As | turn off the bedside lamp, | sigh. "Hopefully someday | will” 


Teaser 
A short chappy..more coming soon. | promise. 


| think 
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The wake-up buzzer comes way too early. Seven o'clock.AM.ugh. | slap at the alarm clock radio, rub my eyes, 
and switch on the lamp. Dave's bed is empty. | hear the water running. Hmmm, sounds like Pukey-boy is taking 
a shower. 

| change into my cold weather traveling uniform: jeans, long-sleeved t-shirt covered by short sleeved t-shirt, 
and Doc Martens. | can't put my motorcycle boots back on because they're reek of vomit. Thanks, Dave. 


Thanks a lot. | should bill him for those. Maybe | will. 


| wait until 7:48 to knock on the bathroom door. I'm not going anywhere without brushing my hair or teeth. | 


don't know what's taking him so long in there, but | can't wait any longer. 


"Hey, can | come in? My bathroom kit is in there." | hear the lock undo and the door is pulled ajar. | stick my 
head in. "Are you decent?" 


The General turns to me with a puffy-eyed squint. He's completely dressed; faded black jeans and a hockey 
jersey. His hair is in wet curls, soaking the shoulders of his shirt, and half his face is covered with shaving 
cream. 

"Don't get prettied up on my account," | snicker. 


"Don't worry, I'm not" 


| brush my hair and pull it back into a pony-tail. As | put Colgate on my toothbrush, | look at his reflection in 


the mirror. 
"You feeling alright this morning? You were pretty sick last night." 


He doesn't really answer me, he just grunts. | watch him tilt his chin up and run the razor up his neck, 
creating a clean path to his chin. He taps it on the side of the sink and then his eyes turn to me. 


"You missed Jason this morning." 


"| did?" 


"He came by to tell you good-bye." He taps the razor on the sink again and runs another clean path up his 
throat. "He left you something. | set it on the chair." 


"Why didn't you wake me up?" 
"He told me not to." 


When | go back into the room | see a small blue and yellow polka-dotted gift bag and a red envelope sticking 
out of the top of it. Immediately, | smile. 


"Jay, you nut," | whisper to myself. 


| sit down and put the package in my lap. When | tear open the envelope, Dave comes out of the bathroom, 


swinging his toiletry bag at his side. His freshly shaven upper lip is already curled. 
"You must be some lay." 


| narrow my eyes at him as he starts tossing stuff into his duffle bag. | hope whatever Jason got me is 


heavy..heavy enough to give Dave a concussion when | bean him in the head with it. | open the card. 
Bobo 

~No more excuses~ 

~Jay~ 


Hmmm, excuses for what? Not getting laid? Maybe he got me a vibrator. | pull a wad of rustling yellow tissue 
from the bag and look in. 


"Hts a cell phone 

| look over at Dave. "You opened my gift?" 

Two dark eyes shift to the side. "No. 

"You opened my gift!" 

He smirks, twists the top off a bottle of water, and then takes a sip. 
"| can't believe you're such an asshole..wait, yeah, | can" 


"Bob, | guessed." 


| hold up what looks like a shiny, silver, Star Trek, interstellar-~communication device. "Hmmm?" If my eyes 


were lasers, he'd be a pile of red, gelatinous goo right now. 


"| guessed." He takes another sip of water. "Why would | go digging in your shit? | don't give a fuck what 
Newsted gives you." 


"Maybe, but apparently, for some reason my luggage held some fascination for you last night 

He looks around the room. "Must not have been too bad. Looks like you got it all picked up.” 

"Hal | should have kept pushing my vomit soaked t-shirt into your face last night until you did it for me." 
"That would have never worked. | would have kicked your ass before that would have happened" 

"Kicked my ass!" | laugh. "You mean puked on my ass! Oh wait! You did that!" 

"Look, | ate something bad. | was sick" 

"Yeah, right" | stuff the tissue back into the gift bag. "You've got a problem, Dave" 

"| know. lve got lots of problems” 

| feel my face soften when | look up at him. He narrows his eyes and looks away when | stare too long, 
"You wanna talk about it?" 

"Not especially, no’ 

"Maybe | can help?" 

He picks up his bag and then smirks. "Maybe you're one of the problems. 

| watch him walk out, the door slamming shut behind him. Quickly, | gather my things up and rush out to 
catch him. When | get to the elevators, he's already caught one down to the lobby. That's just my luck. Oh 
well, maybe we'll work this out on the bus. We've got about six hours before we get to NYC. That should be 


plenty of time to sort through it..or kill each other... 


When | get into the parking lot, Hank is waiting for me at the bus. He's sucking on a toothpick, arms crossed 
over his chest. | notice some bags are at his feet. Oh shit, they're mine. 


"Damn, woman, if you don't stop shooting fire up that man's ass he's going to have me chauffeuring you 


around in a U-haul. What did you do this time?" 


"Nothing, Hank, |-" 

"Don't nothing me. You must have done something. We're changing buses..again" 

My duffle bag drops to the ground. "You've got to be fucking kidding me!" 

Hank shakes his head. | can see my reflection zooming back and forth in his mirrored sunglasses. 

"No way! I'm not riding with the Drovers! This is bull shit!" | push past Hank and stomp up the steps into the 
bus. Dave is lying back on the couch, pointing a remote at the TV. "What's going on, Dave?! Playing a game of 


toss the bass player chick from here to there?! Let's see if we can make her crack?! What the hell is wrong 


with you ?l" 


He doesn't even turn his head to me. He just continues changing channels or forwarding his video tape or 


whatever the fuck he's doing with the TV. Quietly he says, "Quit yelling, Bob. | have a headache." 

"What?! Stop yelling!" 

"Bob, | mean it. Stop yelling." 

"If you've been waiting to see how far you have to push me to make me break, this is itll! Ive officially lost it, 
Davelll Goddamnit!ll" In a flash of red, I'm being dragged down the length of the bus by the scruff of my shirt. 
"Whoal! Whoall! I'm not going through this shit again!!" | scream as I'm hurled into the back lounge. "Davelll" 
Bam! The pocket door is slammed. Dave is leaning up against it, his hands crossed over his chest. He looks 
pretty pissed, but he doesn't say anything. | try to catch my breath, but then I'm more worried about my 
heart, which is stuck up in my throat. 

"Dave-" 

"Shut up, Bob. Just listen to me for a sec-" 

"Noll I'm tired of listening to youll I'm tired of this shit, Davel! l'm so fucking tired of it, | can't see straight! 
When does it end?! Where am | going next?! The tech bus?! There's got to be some sort of fucking routinel! 


Some fucking normalcy!" 


As I'm yelling, he steps up and clutches his hand on my neck. Through gritted teeth, he leans down and says, 
"If you don't stop this fucking yelling, l'm going to rip your throat out. | told you | have a headache." 


| try to swallow underneath his grasp. | hear the bones grind in my throat. Fuck, he really has a hold on me 
now, much tighter than before. | guess the look of sheer terror on my face snaps him back He drops the 


hand from my neck and steps away. He scowls at me for a minute and then rubs his hand over his face. 


‘I'm only moving you over to the other bus for this trip. That's it. After the NYC show you can ride with me 


again. | just need to do it this one time." 
| feel my face twist up. "Why only this trip? | don't understand." 


| hear him suck up a big breath and then slowly let it out. He sits down on the bed. "Pam and the kids are 
meeting us in New York. If she sees you get off the bus with me, she'll freak out" 


| scoff and put my hands on my hips. "Funny, imagine what she'd done if she'd seen you riding in the van with 
that groupie." 


His eyes shoot to me. "She'd probably do something like what you did" He pauses for a moment, moistens his 


lips and then takes hold of my shirt hem. One hard tug and | fall onto him. 

"No..no.." | moan as he rolls to position himself over me. "Don't, Dave. Don't. It's not right." 

"Nothing that feels good ever is." 

He leans his face down and gently lays his mouth on mine. | try to remain motionless, passive, but I'm weak. 
Next thing | know, his hand is up under my shirt and I've got my fists in his hair. My tongue is pushed half- 
way down his throat. l'm so fucking stupid. 


"Hey, Dave, are we ready to get a move on or what?" 


We break apart and he yells at the door. "Yeah, just a minute." His face turns back to me and props himself up 


on his elbow. He stares deep into my eyes. 

"What do you want from me?" | ask. 

"Everything you won't let me have." 

| scoff. "That's not much." 

"It seems like a lot to me." 

He leans in and kisses me again. Fuck if he's not licking my soul right out of my chest. 
"Dave! The Drover bus is ready to go. Is Bobby riding with you or what?" 

"No, just a minute." 


He starts kissing me again like he's trying to squeeze in as much as he can 


"Dave, Hanks pulling out of the parking lot!" 
He sits up and punches the mattress. "Fuck." He looks at me. "You better get going." 


| get to my feet, push back the pocket door and past Dave's driver. When | get down into the parking lot, the 


Drover bus screeches up next to me. The door pops open. 

"Get your ass in the bus, Bob." 

Shit. Will this bossing me around ever end? Fuck! | get into the bus and one Drover twin is splayed out on one 
couch. | look down the isle and the other twin is strewn across the lounge couch in the back My bags are lying 


in a heap on the floor. Fuck everybody. | grab my stuff and climb into a top bunk | put my headphones on, 
yank the curtain back, and go to sleep. 


Author's note: This was turning into a really long chapter. Had to split it up. Other part coming up soon. 


Back! By Popular Demand.. 


Author's note: Like you people didn't know | was bringing him back... 

Okay. So | lied | didn't go to sleep. | rolled from side to side with my eyes closed. | tried to. Lord knows | tried 
but all | could see was that frowny, arrogant, sexy face coming at me for a kiss.. and then growling through 
gritted teeth about ripping my throat out. | don't know what I'm going to do about Dave. Even if | come up 
with a plan, | doubt | can follow through on it. I've tried to maintain distance. I've tried to ignore the way he 
makes my pulse race and my body heat rise. Its useless. He's put me under his spell. I'm a goner. 

Jason. Now why can't | be in a band with Jason? Good ole, sweethearted, single Jason. That would be great. 
Even better? Nick on drums. Nick..Nick..Nick Then | remember.. have a cell phone now! | can call Nick whenever 
| want! 

| lean out of the bunk to reach for my luggage below me. | can see the two white rope handles of the gift bag 
that are just beyond my reach. Stretch..stretch..arghll That's when | notice a pair of big, naked feet standing 
to the side. | look up. 

"Hey, Drover. Would you get that for me?" 

He takes a bite off a chocolate chip cookie, a few crumbs falling to the floor. He nods. | try to smile. 

"Yeah? Great. That right there." 

| point at it, but he doesn't move. 

"The bag..right there." 

He lifts a leg and curls his toes. | can hear the joints pop. 


"Um, um, Drover?" 


Right in front of my face cranes a baggy denim clad leg. The foot swings underneath me and grabs my bag. Oh 
god. He pulls his knee up to his chest and presents the bag to me. It's dangling off his big toe. 


"Um...thanks." 
"No problem." 
| watch as he takes another bite of cookie and walks away. Strange. 


| slide back into my bunk and yank the curtain closed. Cell phone. My very own cell phone. I've always been too 


cheap to buy one myself. Good ole Jay. 


| start messing with the menu and see he's already loaded his number in the directory. Cool. | dial Nick's home 


phone number and listen..and wait..and listen.and wait. It just rings and rings. 
C'mon, Nick. Pick up. 


| wait some more but there's nothing. No happy voice greeting me. No silly one talking about being abducted by 
aliens. You'd think there might be a new message on his answering machine but even that doesn't pick up. Shit. 
| hope he's alright. For the rest of the trip | listen to my CD player and pretend l'm sleeping. Every once in a 


while | try Nick again. | never get an answer. 


We arrive in NYC just after two o'clock. Our bus pulls up side by side with Dave's in the parking lot. | notice a 
beautiful, statuesque blonde walking up to him as he exits, two children, one little girl and one pubescent boy, in 
tow. Let me guess. It's the Mustaine family. | can't bear to be outside with them all. | feel like an intruder. 


Sheepishly | get back on the bus. 
"What are you doing, Bob?" Hank grunts as | try to squeeze past him back up the steps. 
"| forgot something. I'll be out in a minute." 


| go back towards the bunks and pretend to dig through some bags. When | notice Hank's gone | turn my face 
to the window to get a look. | kind of recognize the kids from the "Die Dead Enough" video. The boy's hair is 
longer though and thank goodness they don't let the little girl run around in all that heavy make-up. That 


always kind of freaked me out when | saw that. 


The boy is tall and thin. His hair has just a hint of red in it. Its too bad neither one of the kids are redheads 
like their father. The boy walks to his left. The mother walks to his right, and Dave carries the little girl on his 
hip in the middle. Her arms are wrapped around his neck. Her head is lying on his shoulder. | used to do that 
with my dad too..at least | did until he left when | was five. | don't know if it's that memory, or just seeing 
Dave so happy and smiling for a change, but | feel the slide of a tear down my cheek. | curl up into the bench, 
hugging my knees to my chest and watch them all walk into the hotel. 


"You alright?" 


My eyes flit to the side. | didn't notice Hank was sitting in the driver's seat. | thought he'd left. Quickly | brush 
the wetness off my cheek. 


"Sure. l'm fine. Why wouldn't | be?" 
"Mmm. No reason" 


Hank walks over to me and takes my duffle. | follow him out into the parking lot. As we get closer to the hotel, 


| feel panic setting in She's here. His wife is here. What if she talks to me? What do | say? Should | even say 
hi to her? For some reason it feels like my feelings for Dave are written all over my face, like if she were to 


look at me she'd know, like she'd sense it or something. 


Thankfully, when we get into the lobby, the Mustaine family is already at the elevators. | watch the doors 


slowly shut in front of them. | can breathe now. | can relax. 
"Here you go, Bob." 

Rick hands me a little pamphlet. | open it and see my card key. 
"Who am | rooming with?" 


"You got a room by yourself this time. Dave thought it would be better that way. He didn't want to find out 


what kind of fit you'd throw rooming with the Drovers. The damage to that one room cost us enough.” 
| hear Hank chuckle behind me before Rick starts up again. 

"He thought you could use the time alone anyway, some peace and quiet on your day off." 

| look at the card in my hand. It seems so precious to me right now, like something I've always wanted. 
"That was nice of him." 

"Yeah. If you knew how much these rooms cost, you'd know just how nice." 


| look at Rick and then look around the hotel. It's probably two or three stars over the ones we've been 
staying at. The floors are polished marble. Various Persian rugs are scattered in the seating areas of the 
lobby. The walls appear to be cherry or mahogany, expensive art hanging on each. No, this place isn't cheap. Of 
course we're probably here only because the wife and kids are staying for a visit. 


"Thanks." 


| slip the card key into my jacket, take my duffle and go to my room. As | get to my door, | can hear the 
sound of children laughing behind me. It's probably Dave's kids. They're probably staying in the room across 
the hall. This is so going to suck. 


| get into my room and smile when | see a bouquet of fresh cut, red, long stem roses on the bureau. It'd be 
ricer if someone had given them to me, but who am | to complain. | feel lucky just to smell them, touch their 
velvety petals, smell their fragrance. Somehow the sight of them makes me feel more feminine..or maybe it's 
just this vulnerable, lonely feeling, the part | hate most about being a woman..wanting to have a man to hold 
me tight. Fuck, who am | kidding? It's these fucking hormones..these sex starved chemicals shooting through 


my body. | wonder if this fancy hotel has any porn. 


| take my jacket off and toss it on top of my duffle in the chair. | grab the television remote and flop down on 
the bed. Ahhhhhhh, channel surfing. No one's here to make me watch what they want to watch. No one's here 
to throw shit at me when | don't get up to do their bidding. 

| get to channel 18. Yep. There it is. Porn Girl on girl Krimey. Oh wait, no, here comes a guy. Cool. | settle back 
against the pillows I've propped up against the headboard. Warmth comes back to my body, although it's 
mingled with a frigid chill of loneliness. | feel it radiating from between my legs. Why couldn't Jason have just 
bought me a dildo? Hey, | bet that phone has a vibrate option on it. Maybe | can use the room phone to keep 
calling myself. 

Laugh! l'm kidding! I'm not that pathetic..or am |? 

| walk over to my bag, but stop when | hear a soft rapping on my door. Fuck. Who could it be? | look out the 
peephole but all | see are grooves..pink and red. Someone's got their finger over it. I'm not in the mood for this 
shit. 

"Who is it?" | yell through the door. 

A high-pitched, accented, falsetto voice answers back. "Room Service." 

"| didn't order any room service." 

The finger on the peephole shifts a little but | still can't see anything. 

"Si, order for Senorita Ellison, room 502." 

| bet this is one of the Drovers’ pranks. Shit, why can't everyone just leave me alone? 

"No! | didn't order any room service! Go away!" 

"Ehhhh, house keeping?" 

What the fuck? 

“Towels? You need extra towels?" 

"Nol | don't need any more towels! Please, just go away!" 


"Ehhhhh...mints?" 


"What?!" 


"Mints? A chocolate for your pillow?" 

Suddenly | hear the door to the adjoining room open. There's a knock, so | open my side 

"What?" | ask when | find one of the Drovers on the other side. He's still eating a cookie. He points. 

"Open your door’ 

‘Look, tell your brother Im not in the mood for any practical jokes. I'd like to actually get some rest for once 
‘Hts not Glen Open the door." 


| slam the adjoining door in his face and then start fumbling with the locks on the other one. | swing it open. 


There he is. 
"Hellll | didn't think you were ever going to let me in!" 


| don't say anything. | just go into his arms. My nose goes into the soft, shiny waves of black hair. My arms 
squeeze the tight, sinewy body. | feel him hitch with a chuckle. 


| guess you missed me, huh?" 

We stand there for awhile just locked in a tight embrace. | keep my eyes closed to better relish the sound of 
his breathing, the feel of his chest expanding and contracting next to mine. My buddy's back. My friend. My 
Nick. 

"Rough couple of weeks?" He takes hold of my shoulders and eases me back. "Bob? Are you okay?" 

| swallow down a knot and nod. A weak smile spreads on my face. 

"You sure?" 

| nod again. 

"Why am | not convinced?" 

As l'm being closely examined by two, warm, melting chocolate eyes, the door across the hall opens. 

"Nick? What are you doing here?" 


He turns. "Hey, Dave. | got a studio gig here in town so | thought I'd drop by and see Bob." 


"Oh," he nods, "good" Dave looks at me and then back to Nick. "Glad to hear it." 


Nick just stares at him. | notice he crosses his arms over his chest, and then | do the same. 
"Alright, well..have a good time, you guys." 

Nick scoffs. "We will." 

Dave shuts his door and | pull Nick into my room. 


"Can you believe the nerve of that guy?" he smirks, hooking his thumb over his shoulder. He tilts his head in a 


Dave-type mannerism. He makes his voice nasally. "Glad to hear it. You guys have a good time." 

| can't help but laugh. It feels good to smile for a change. 

I've missed you so much." 

Nick nudges my shoulder. "Yeah, | missed you too." He presses his lips together and smirks. "Wow, check out 
this bitchin’ hotel room." He walks a circle in my room and then flops onto the bed. His eyes bug out when 
they focus on the television "Holy shit, what are you watching?" 

Porn. "Oh my god." 

| scramble for the television remote, but he yanks his hand back causing me to fall onto the bed 

"Porn, Bob? It's that bad?" 


| cover my face with my hands. "Oh Nick, you have no idea" 


"Sheesh, when | talked to Rick he said you'd shacked up with Jason. ls you're boy holding out on you or 


something?" 

| roll my eyes up and shake my head. "No, not on purpose..but that was all an act anyway." 
Nick's brow furrows, his jaw bobbing as it works on a piece of chewing gum. 

"An act? | don't get it. Are you saying Jason's not your boyfriend?" 


"We're friends. | don't know if itll ever turn into more. It might, but we needed Lars to think that we were to 
throw him off a gossip trail." 


"Lars?" he smirks. "Gossip trail? | don't understand this chick talk. What do you mean gossip trail?" 


| trace my finger over a flower on the printed bed spread. "Lars was under the impression that | was sleeping 


with Dave." 


Nick starts laughing. Then he starts laughing really hard. Hey? What's so funny about that? | get kind of mad, 
but | don't want to press it. He'd get suspicious. Then he spills it. 


"Like you would ever give that asshole the time of day.’ 
Whew, okay. | was starting to think he thought | wasn't good enough to tempt the General. 


"Besides," he scoffs, one of his eyebrows arching, "you're not really his type. He likes ‘em-" Nick holds out 
cupped hands in front of his chest. 


"Big tits." 
"Yeah." He nods. "And..| don't know..feminine..sophisticated" 
My face drops all signs of emotion Stolid. | try to appear unaffected, but | think Nick knows me too well 


"What?" he asks. 


"Nothing." | look down to trace the flower's leaf and then the stem. After a few moments of silence, | bring my 


eyes back to Nick. 


His brows knit again. His teeth rest on his lower lip as he squints at me. Then he pulls his head back on his 


neck. "Bob?" 

"What?" 

"You dontt.no..no way,” 

"What?! 

Nick's face purses up and leans closer to me. "You like Dave" 

| look back down, brushing my hand over the bedspread like | could erase my finger's marks. "Well, he's alright" 
"No. | mean you really like him. You really, really like hin’ 

"Well, didn't you before he fired you?" 

"Yeah, but Im not talking like that. You want him. You want to be with him 


"No, | don't" 


"Oh yeah you do. | can tell. | mean, | thought you did a little before | left, but now | can see you really do." 
"See?" | chuckle. "See what?" 

He moistens his lips. "Your body language, the way you have to touch something when you talk about him." 
"What the fuck is that?" | laugh. "Some Freudian bullshit?" 

"| don't know, but you're touching stuff while you talk about him like you need to touch him" 

"Nick, this is so stupid" 

"Well..| don't see you touching stuff when you talk about me." 

| roll my eyes up and shake my head. "Nick, please. You and | have already been through this.” 

"Yeah, but that's when we were members of the same band..which we aren't anymore." 

| suppress a smile. "Did you come here to get laid?" 

"No." He shakes his head innocently. "No, | got women back home, lots of women..okay, maybe a little.” 

My mouth drops open and | start to laugh. 

His brow knits. "Are you already turning me down?" 

| drop my head into my hand. 

"I mean, I'm here as a friend first. Its just your message..you said you needed me." 

| look up at him. 

"Bob, you're watching porn” 

"| was only curious. It's not like-" 

"Uh huh. Yeah, whatever." 

"Nick!" 


If you don't find me sexually attractive, | guess it's not your fault. Maybe if | had red hair..." 


"Nick" 

"Or an arrogant sneer..." 

"Nick" 

"Or was an asshole..." 

"Nick, you are an asshole." 

He looks at me and frowns. That's when | giggle like a silly girl. 


Then | jump him. 
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Nick laughs as | force him to lay down flat across the bed. | walk my knees up his torso and then use them to 
keep his chest pinned down. 


"Woah!" he chuckles. 

Sitting on his stomach, | look him over. His hair is fanned out behind his head in dark, chestnut waves. Lashes. 
Jet black lashes overhang his dark brown eyes. Dimples try to poke out at the sides of his goatee. And | didn't 
screw him, why? 

"Dude, | think you've been hanging out with Dave too much." 


| laugh a little. "Why?" 


He scrunches his face up and struggles a little beneath me. If we weren't close to the same size, he might be 


able to push me over, but | don't think he's really trying. 
"Brutal. This hurts." 

"You're such a wuss, Nick" 

"See? That's what | mean!" 


| yank down the neck of his t-shirt and tap my knuckle on his chest. My brother used to do this shit to me. | 


know it's annoying. 


~tap, tap, tap~ 


"Say uncle," | smile. 

His face scrunches up. “Errrggh." 

~tap, tap, tap~ 

He tries to push me, but | just buck a little. 

"Say it" 

"No! No way!" 

~tap, tap, tap~ 

"Fuck, Bob! Uncle, uncle!" 

| roll off him, laughing. He immediately uses the opportunity to mount me. He bites into his bottom lip and 
starts fiddling with my belt. I've missed him so much, but for some reason, this feels a little weird, 
uncomfortable. 

"You don't waste any time, do you?" 

His eyebrows shoot up. "Well..um..." 

"Why don't we just hang out for awhile? You know, get used to each other again" 


Nick's eyes squint and he scratches the front of his ear. "Um, okay. Sure." 


Am | fucking crazy? | haven't had a decent roll in the hay in longer than | can remember. | should jump on him 


and fuck his brains out before someone interrupts us. 

As he starts leaning off me, | grab him by the neck and bang my mouth into his. Our bodies press together 
and | shift my legs to get him between them. His hand goes up my shirt, pushes my bra over my breasts and 
starts squeezing. 


"This is a very good way to get to know each other again," he chuckles between kisses. 


In no time at all, my buckle is undone, my button is popped, and my zipper is down. Talented, isn't he? | look 


down in amazement as he starts wedging my pants over my hips. 
"Jesus, did they teach this in some sort of school for rock stars? How to undress a woman in ten seconds?" 


The eyebrows jump up again and the mustached mouth falls open. "ls something wrong?" 


"No, you're just so fast" 

"Well, I've been waiting a long time for this." 

| smile. "You have?" 

"Yeah." 

Then he returns my smile as he leans in to kiss me. This one is soft, teasing. He sucks my bottom lip into his 
mouth and nips it with his teeth. Suddenly he breaks away. Then my shirt goes over my head. His fingers 
trace the edges of my bra as they go around the back to unhook it. After he tosses my bra to the floor, he 
looks down at my breasts and smiles. 


"Hey, fellas." He gives a little wave. "Long time no see. | thought I'd never see you guys again." 


| laugh and push his chest. As he gets back up onto his elbow, he leans in and kisses me again. Nice. Damn, | 


forgot he was such a good kisser. 


A hand cradles my neck and then tilts my head back as the lips travel down, whiskers prickling my skin. Nick 
slides to the floor and gets on his knees in front of me. 


"See, I'm ready to beg you if | have to.” 

He smiles again and then gets my jeans off the rest of the way. 

| don't think you'll have to do that." 

"Well, I'm prepared" 

He stands up in front of me and yanks his shirt over his head. He's not as tan as the last time | saw him. The 
thin black fuzz on his chest stands out more and | notice how pink his nipples are. Keeping his eyes on me, he 

lets his jeans fall to the floor. Nice. His hips and thighs are perfectly sculpted. They should be, | guess. He is a 
drummer. | don't know if banging the skins works that muscle right there too, but it's as nice as the rest of 


him. 


| take a deep breath. This is it. There's nothing to stop us now. No one's calling. No one's knocking on our door. 


No Drover switching on the lights and scowling at us. 


He leans over me and | lay back on the bed. | let my hands skate over the curves of his shoulders and biceps, 
flexed as they hold him up over me. his hair tickles my cheeks as he bends for another kiss. | put my arms 


around him and squeeze him tight. His nose nuzzles mine and then he lies down next to me. 


"Getting you undressed is the only thing l'm quick at." 

He smiles at me with half-lidded eyes. The pearly whites flash charismatically just above his thick bottom lip. 
It's almost too thick, almost too kissable. We stare at each other for awhile, his hands sliding over each part 
of my body, my breasts, the dip at my waist, the swell of my hips. He kisses me again as his hand gently 
eases between my legs. He just brushes the skin of my inner thighs, first with his fingers, then the other 
with the back of his hand. Goose bumps rise up all over me. | close my eyes and let a hiss escape my mouth 


as a finger skims my sensitive flesh. I'm already wet. That's no surprise. He was quick about getting me to do 


that too. 

"Oh shit 

My eyes focus and turn to him. 

"You're bleeding," 

He holds up his hand and | see a little bit of red coating his fingers. | jump up from the bed. 
"Fuck." 

"What is it? It's just your period, right?" 


| go into the bathroom and look. A single drop of blood slides down my inner thigh. I'm now aware of the heavy 
feel in my abdomen, a slight ache in the tops of my thighs. The warm tingly, fuck-me feelings subside. 


Nick comes up behind me. "Hey, if it doesn't bother you, it doesn't bother me." 
| get a roll of tissue and dab. "It does." 
"IFs just your period" He tucks my hair behind my ear and leans in. "It's no big deal." 


‘It is to me." | go out into the room and start digging through my duffle. No feminine protection. No pads. No 
tampons. No nothing. "Shit!" 


"What?" 


| turn to find Nick has followed me. His little spelunker is still ready for the cave expedition | hate to do this to 
him, but | have to. 


"Nick," | bat my eyelashes, "would you do me a really big favor?" 


He puts his hands to his hips. "Ah shit, you don't mean-" 


| nod my head. He shakes his. For added affect, | try the pout. 


Shutting his eyes, he sighs. "Okay." 


Thirty minutes later, Nick returns from the hotel gift shop. He's carrying a bottle of Gatorade and a white 
plastic bag. He looks less than thrilled. 


"You'll never believe who | ran into downstairs.” 

| take the bag from him and head into the bathroom. "Who?" | yell as | partially shut the door. 
| hear him on the other side. "Dave." 

"Really? Lucky you." 

"Yeah, that's what he said when he saw what | was buying." 

| cover my mouth so he doesn't hear my laughing. 

"He told me the hotel has a hot tub in case you have cramps." 

"Really? Cool." 

After | take care of my problem, | come out of the bathroom. 

"So, what are we going to do now?" he asks, chewing his gum. "Are you hungry?" 

"Come to think of it-" 

"Yeah, | figured. You probably want chocolate or something." 

"Nick, that's stupid" 

His eyebrows jut up. "You don't want chocolate?" 

| smile. "Come to think of it...” 

Luckily the hotel has a restaurant downstairs too, along with several clothing stores. Nick and | window shop 


for awhile until | see one of the shops has bathing suits. | am feeling a little crampy. | may have to take 
Dave's advice and use the hot tub. Unfortunately, the sizes and styles are limited since it's not really 


swimming season. The only thing | can find that isn't bright blue or pink or covered in ruffles is a black string 
bikini. Sounds cool, but it's got little gold coins dangling off the hips and on the string between the two triangles 
that are the top. They make me jingle each time | step. 

"Dashing through the snow..on a one horse open sleigh-ugh-" | elbow Nick in the gut. "Ow." 


| give him the evil eye as | let the hospitality robe slide off my shoulders. He rubs the sore spot on his 
tummy. 


"Well, you sourd like a Christmas carol." 

"Shut up, Nick" 

Gingerly | step into the hot tub. Steam rises off the surface in front of my face. The surrounding windows 
overlooking the rooftop's winter garden are covered with a slight mist. | look to the indoor pool and notice it 
has steam rising off it as well. It's heated too. 

"This was a good idea," | sigh. 

"Yeah." 

Nick slides next to me and puts his arm on the tub's rim behind me. Closing my eyes, | lean on his shoulder. | 
smell his minty gum along with the chlorine from the water. My hand rests on his leg. | let the droning sound 
of bubbles hypnotize me. 

"Don't y'all make a cute couple?" 

My eyes pop open. Statuesque blonde. Tiny red bikini. Dave's wife. Right in front of me. 

"Hi, Pam." Nick lifts his chin as a greeting to her. 

"You must be Bobby," she smiles, pointing at me with an ice-filled glass. The cubes clink against the sides. 


"Yes. 


She steps into the tub across from us. | can see the glint of a very large diamond flicker on her left hand. The 
glass makes a cutting, grinding sound as she sets it on the concrete behind her. 


‘I've heard so much about you." 
"You have?" | choke. 


She smiles and | notice how brilliantly blue her eyes are, slim and cat-like. Her platinum blonde hair is pulled 


back neatly, showing off her chiseled cheekbones. She has a salon-tan and perfectly manicured hands. She's 
graceful and sophisticated..feminine..beautiful..well-groomed..everything I'm not. Perfect. Mrs. Pretty Perfect. 


"| understand you're multi-talented." 

"What?" My eyes bug out. "Sorry?" 

She laughs and then | notice how white her teeth are, how red her lips. Fuck, | hate her. "You sing too?" 
"Oh..yeah, yes." 

Then | notice another white robed person come through the side door. Surprise, this one has red hair. 
"Look what company | found," Pam says as Dave takes off his robe and steps down in between me and her. 
"Hey guys. 

| manage a weak smile. This fucking sucks. 

"So, Nick," Pam starts. "You're here for a studio project?" 


Nick nods and lets his hand cup my shoulder. "Yeah. Actually Marty is doing a little something up at Power 
Station" 


| notice Dave's eyes are avoiding me. | try not to keep staring at him, but its either my very uncomfortable 


boss or Mrs. Pretty Perfect. 
"Are you playing for Marty too?" she asks me. 
"No." 


Then Nick turns to me. "Hey, you should come with me tomorrow and jam a little. Maybe we can burn a few 


songs-" 

"No," Dave interjects. "She can't." 

| can feel Nick tense up beside me. His eyes narrow. "Why not?" he asks. 

"She's a member of Megadeth. She's not going to parade around, moonlighting with you and Marty." 
Pam looks from Dave to me, to Dave again. "Why not, Honey? It won't hurt anything." 


He keeps his eyes on me while he answers her. "She's under contract." 


"Contract says she can only play with you?" 


He nods, chin jutting out a little. Okay, that stipulation is news to me too. | really need to get a copy of this 


contract. 

Its silent for a moment, except for the tub's raging bubbles. Then | notice the side door opening again. This 
time it's a hotel employee, a man dressed in black slacks and a white button-down shirt. He kneels to the right 
of Pam. 


"Can | get anyone a drink from the bar?" 


Nick jumps right in, of course. He's not under contract. "Oh yeah! Get me a Heineken Man, l'm dying for a 


beer." 

Then Pam follows, smiling prettily at the waiter. "I'll have a Tequila Sunrise with Cuervo 1800." 

Damn, okay. The waiter looks to me. 

"Club soda with a slice of lemon 

"Really, Bobby?" Pam smiles. "You should have a drink. Loosen up." 

My eyes shift to Dave. His lip hitches just before he turns his head away. 

"No. Really, that's it. Just a club soda, please." 

"Sir?" the waiter asks, referring to Dave. 

"I'll take a club soda too." 

The waiter scribbles on his little notepad and exits. Before the door even falls shut, Pam starts up again. 
"Are you an alcoholic, Bobby?" 

Shit. Mrs. Pretty Perfect gets right to the point, doesn't she? What did | expect, she's Dave's wife. 

| shake my head. | feel Dave's eyes on me. | wish | could look at him, but how obvious would that seem? 
"So, you just don't drink then?" 


"On occasion." 


"What types of occasions? Parties? Weddings?" 


| want to say when her controlling, manipulative, bossy-ass, sexy, hot, pheromone-inducing husband isn't 


hanging around. Instead, Nick answers for me. 
‘Its part of her contract. She can't drink in front of Dave." 


"Really?" Pam turns her head to Dave. "So Bobby can't have a drink because you tell her not to? She has to 


suffer because of your problem?" 
Wow. No wonder he's with her. She doesn't hem-haw around. Feisty. She just goes straight for the jugular. Talk 
about uncomfortable. | actually feel sorry for him. She's his wife. Shouldn't she be supportive? A sarcastic 


scoff escapes from my throat. 


"Well, even if it weren't in my contract, | still wouldn't drink in front of Dave. | support anyone who's trying to 


stop drinking." 


Her eyes narrow a little bit like she's examining me. One side of her voluptuous mouth hitches up. It's not a 


warm-hearted smile. Nope. | think she just registered that slight catch of discourse in my voice. 

As the waiter walks back up to us and begins laying out little cardboard coasters, she pushes a hair that's 
fallen out of its French twist behind her ear and then looks at Dave. "| guess | wouldn't drink in front of you 
either if | thought you were actually trying to stop." 


Silence. | look to my right at Nick, whose jaw is dropped open. | turn to my left and see Dave. He's staring back 


at Pam with squinting eyes. Hmmmm. | guess | should have figured all was not well in paradise. 
Pam's eyes fall back on me. "Bobby, don't judge me until you've walked in my shoes.” 


| wish | could tell her I've thought about trying to shove my big boat-sized feet into them, but | think | should 
just keep my mouth shut like Dave. But then he doesn't. 


"Pam, look, | think you've already had enough-" 


"How dare you?!" she hisses, picking up her tequila sunrise, spilling a little. "How dare you tell me when I've had 


enoughl! I'll tell you when I've had enough!! After all these years, | think you can baby-sit me a little!" 


| look at Nick. He could be watching a tennis match. His eyes go from one side to the next, then back to the 
other. There's the slightest hint of amusement on his face. Shit, who am | kidding? He's smiling. 


"Pam." Dave's voice is calm. I'm actually surprised at how level his voice is. "Pam." 


She picks up her drink and swallows it down. When it's gone, she wipes her lipstick off the rim and licks her lips. 


"Waiter!" 

My heart is breaking right now. This is the person who he runs to. This is the person who's supposed to love 
him no matter what. The mother of his children. | guess even Mrs. Pretty Perfect can only take so much. | 
shouldn't hate her for acting like this. She's probably even more justified than | can imagine. How could life as 
Dave Mustaine's wife be easy? I've seen VHI Behind the Music. Twelve trips to rehab and he's still drinking. Of 
course she's bitter. | shouldn't hate her for it, but | do. 

"Nick" | nudge him and start to lift out of the water. "Why don't we go upstairs?" 


A splash draws my attention back to her. "Don't leave on my account. Please..please stay. | was hoping you 


could show me the path to enlightenment” 

"Enlightenment?" 

"You're gay, right?" 

Nick starts laughing. My eyes shift to Dave. What the hell am | supposed to say? 
"Actually..." 

"You have sex with women, right?" 


Nick tucks his fist up under his nose and snorts. Dave causes more splishing sounds as he shifts in the water 
beside me. Oh god, this is crazy. Shit, tm just going with it. Like Dave needs any more trouble. 


"I have sex with women. Yes." 

| know the eye-tell is going crazy right now, but what does she know. 

"Have you ever been with a man?" 

"Yes" 

"And you prefer women?" She eyes Dave. "Not that | blame you." 

Hmmm, think quick. "| prefer some women over men. Some women are just bitches." 
She smirks. "So are you the man?" 

"Am | the what?" 


"The man..the butch one in the relationship." 


My eyes narrow. "Do | look butch to you?" 
"Well, you are kind of masculine." 


My fists tighten under the water. "I'm very much a woman, Pam, | assure you." I'd like to tell her I'm woman 


enough to tempt her husband, but he's got enough to worry about as it is. 

She shifts in the water again to grab her empty glass. She holds it up and rattles it. "Waiter!" 

"Cimon, Nick, let's go." 

He nods and steps out of the hot tub. As he puts his arm out to help me up, | look back at Dave. | want to tell 
him | wouldn't do this to him; that | want to understand him, help him if | could. He just keeps his eyes ahead 
of me, like I'm not there. 


"Good night, Bobby," | hear Mrs. Pretty Perfect say. "It was so nice to meet you.” 


As Nick and | get through the door, | mumble, "Not nearly as nice as it was to meet you." 
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May he rest in peace. 


"Well, that wasn't what | expected." 
Nick leans to push the elevator-up button and then drapes his arm over my shoulder. 
"She's not always like that," he says. "You'd like Pam if you didn't want to fuck her husband" 


l'm going to pretend | didn't hear that. 


"Really, Bob. She's not stupid. | don't think she ever bought the lesbian-thing. She was testing the waters. And 
you sticking up for Dave probably sealed the deal for her." 


"What are you saying?" 
The elevator dings, the doors open, and we walk in. 


‘I'm saying you made it pretty obvious that you have the hots for Dave. | thought it was a harmless crush, 
but it seems to be more than that." 


The elevator closes and | look at our reflections in the mirrored doors. | cross my arms over my chest and 


purse my lips. 

"| don't-" 

"Yep" 

"What?" 

"Yes, you do. Don't deny it" 

| move in front of him and look into his face. Nick very calmly chews his gum, eyeing me under his heavy lids. 


"| dort" 


"Yep." 

"|" 

"Yep." 

| narrow my eyes and put my nose to his. "I don't have the hots for Mustaine. | just feel sorry for him." 
"Uh huh." 


We each turn our heads enough to make our noses rub together. | start to smile and Nick..Nick..well, Nick just 


continues to chew his gum. 

Backing up, | ask, "Are you mad at me?" 

"No" 

| move closer and put my lips on his. Neither one of us pucker or put our tongues out. | pull back again 
"You are mad at me." 


"Nope." He pushes my hair behind my ear and taps my cheek with the palm of his hand. "But I'm not going to 


let you seduce me to keep your mind off him" 
My eyes bug. 

Nick's brow furrows and then he looks to the side. "Did | just say | wouldn't let you seduce me?" 
"Heh, Nick-" 


"No, really, Bob." He turns his eyes back to me. "Don't. You were right the first time. We're much better off 
as friends than fuck-buddies. One of us would get hurt. | especially don't want it to be me." 


"Nick-" 


"And it would be. I'd be the one crying in my beer. You'd just move on to Jason or someone else until you got 


this thing for Dave out of your system." 


The bell chimes, signaling our arrival on my floor. Nick moves around me to hold the door back. | eye him 


sideways as | walk past him. 


"I'm more than that to you, right?" 


"More than what, Nick?" 

"Im not just someone you'd screw to make yourself feel better, am |?" 

ve 

| feel a pang in my chest. | don't think that way about Nick at all, yet | almost did just that 
"Good," Nick sighs, following me into the room. "I wouldn't do that to you" 

"No, but you came all the way over to my hotel to get into my pants. What was that all about?" 
"Eh, nothing” 


"No," | scoff. "We're leveling with each other. That means you have to be honest with me too." | remove my 


robe and turn to toss it on a chair. Nick remains silent. | turn back to him. "Well?" 


His eyes seem so big and dark right now, glossy. His teeth are resting on his thick bottom lip. "You do love 
him." He blinks. "Don't you?" 


| start to laugh, but it just doesn't come out. Probably because this isn't funny. Instead my brows knit. What 
do | say? 


Nick's eyes flit to the side and then he nods. "That's how that works, doesn't it?" 

| just stare at him, my mouth falling open. 

"| love you. You love him." 

"Nick-" 

He raises his hand. "No. No, it's alright. | really did know. | just had to push it to make myself believe it" 

| lean in and wrap my arms around his waist. Laying my forehead on his shoulder, | close my eyes. Why? Why 
couldn't | have fallen for him? Why does this have to be a no win situation for everyone? I'm such a fucking 


putz. 


"Hey," he murmurs, patting my hair. "Hey. Don't feel bad. We'll always be friends, and I'd rather have you as a 
friend than nothing at all." 


"You have me, Nick, no matter what. We will always be friends." 


We squeeze each other tight and sway to the side a little. 


"Good." 

| look into his face and smile. 

"Because you're going to need me," he says. "When you're done with all this..'m your man" 
"My man?" 

"Your drummer." 

| grin. "Yeah?" 

He nods. 

"Nick, you fucking kick ass, you know that?" 

He smirks. "Yeah" Then he squints and nods his head. "I do fucking kick ass, don't |?" 

"The most" 

"Yeah!" He stops gloating for a minute and turns to me. "Then why the fuck do | wanna be in a band with you?" 
"Uh?!" 

"No, really, | should sing and front my own band." 

| pull away and cross my arms over my chest. "Didn't you already do that?" 

His eyes shift to the side. "Did 1?" 

"Yeah, you did..and it bombed horribly." 


"Oh yeah, that's right. Never mind." 


Nick and | watch a few hours of television before he decides to go back to his hotel across town. | wanted him 
to stay and keep me company, but he thought we'd end up screwing. That's just fucking stupid. Eh, he's 
probably right. 


| get into my winter sleepwear, a stretchy Mickey Mouse baseball tee and flannel pajama pants, and turn in. No 
sooner than | turn off my lights, | hear a noise from the adjoining room. Fucking Drovers. First it's a bang of 
some sort, then a crash. | can see a light under the door. Krimey, its close to midnight. Fuck, no, it's after 
midnight. Do we have to live the rock and roll lifestyle every damn night? Maybe it was a fluke. Maybe 
whatever is going on over there is over now. | close my eyes. 

"Damn itll" a Drover yells. 

My eyes open. | hear more thudding and a Drover yells again. Then a door slams. 


"What in god's name?" | hiss, tossing my covers back. 


| go to the adjoining door and pull mine open. Theirs is already open so I'm immediately blinded by the bright 
light of their room. 


"What's going on? What's all the fuss about?" | ask, rubbing my burning eyes. 

One Drover is in the corner, shoved into a chair, his knees drawn up to his chest. The other is sitting on the 
bed in front of me, bent over with his head in his hands. When he looks up, his face is white, almost ghostly. 
His eyes are rage-filled | look to the other one and notice he looks different too. I'm not sure what it is. | think 
he just looks numb. 

"Is something wrong?" 

The Drover on the bed lets out a huff. "This is fucking insane!" 

"What?" 

"| can't believe itl! What is fucking wrong with people?! Why?!" 

"What?" | ask again. "What's wrong?" 

The Drover in the chair stands up and walks to me. Very calmly he says, "You need to find Dave." 

"Why? He knows where | am." 

"He didn't want to bother you while you were with Nick" 

"What? Why? What's going on?" 

"A friend of Dave's was shot tonight.killed” 


"Oh my god, who?" 


"Darrell Abbott..Dimebag." 

"Huh?" | suck in a breath as shivers creep over my body. "Why would anyone want to kill Dimebag?" 

Drover shakes his head. "I don't know. Someone just up and shot him while he was on stage." 

| think for a minute and remember Dimebag once played guitar in Megadeth. It wasn't for a very long time; 
only until he realized he couldn't talk Dave into letting Nick go. He wanted to slide his brother, Vinny onto the 
drum stool. | remember hearing that they'd remained friends. 

"Dead?" 

The Drover in front of me nods. The other Drover jumps to his feet and kicks the armoire in front of him. It 
shakes and a piece of pottery falls from the top of it, crashing to the floor. | stare at the broken pieces. 
They're scattered in a kaleidoscope of terra cotta triangles. Sharp. Someone should pick them up. 

-him up. 

Me. Its me. I'm going. | gotta find him. 

"Where'd he go?" 

"| don't know. He came and told us the news and then bolted down the hall. | saw him get on the elevator." 
"Did he have a jacket on?" 

Drover shakes his head. 


| know where he is. The bar. 


| go back into my room and push my feet into a pair of slippers. | walk, no, | run out the door and pound my 


fist on the elevator-down button. 

"C'mon..c'mon," | hiss under my breath. 

| pound the button again like this will make the elevator come quicker. | look at the door to Dave and Pam's 
room. There's a ‘Do Not Disturb’ sign dangling off the knob. She must be asleep. He needs someone and she's 
asleep. But then | think, maybe he just needs me. 

~Bing~ 


The elevator doors part and | get on | hit the Lobby button and the doors shut. 


"C'mon, c'mon" 

This has got to be the slowest elevator I've ever been on. From the fifth floor it takes like an eternity to get 
to the bottom floor. When the doors finally part | dart across the lobby to the row of shops and restaurants. 
The only one lit up is the bar. It's empty except for a thirty-ish couple wearing holiday formals and someone 
furiously typing away on a laptop. 

Dave. 

He's sitting at a booth, surrounded by dark cherry wood partitions and black leather upholstery. He doesn't see 
me standing here. He just keeps typing away, hunched over his computer. Suddenly, the woman at the bar 
giggles. When | turn my head to her, she's looking at me. Thats when | realize I'm still in my pajamas. | must 
look ridiculous. 


"Bob: 


| turn back to Dave and his eyes are burning into me. He doesn't wave or ask me over. | just see the invitation 
in his eyes. When | sit down across from him, | can see the hurt. Maybe no one else would recognize it, but 
l'm starting to get acquainted with it. Its the same look | saw on him when he was laying in my lap in the van, 
His eyes drop back to the computer screen. "The Drovers told you?" 

| nod. 

"Did you know him?" 

"No." 


Perplexed, he asks, "Why are you crying?" 


| lift my hand to my cheek. It's wet. | didn't know. | wasn't even aware. "l| don't know. | guess because l'm hurt 
for you." 


He squints and his lip curls. "Yeah, whatever. 

"What?" My mouth falls open and | huff 

"Hts not like | really matter that much to you 

"OF course you matter to me! | wouldn't be down here in my fucking pajamas if you didn't! 


"Yeah, sure. Why don't you go back upstairs? Go back to Nick" 


"| can't." 
"Now why is that?" 
"Because this is where | want to be..with you." 


His narrowed eyes soften. | can see now that they're lined in red, his laugh lines more prominent. | don't think 


laughing is what caused Dave's creases. 
"Nick left hours ago." 

"Oh, | guess Jason is coming over now?" 
"No" 

He smirks. "A little blood scared him off?" 


There's a thud when | slam my elbow down on the table. | push my forehead into my hand and | look up at 


him. 


"He left because he knew I'd rather be with you. Does that make you happy, that my feelings for you ran him 
off?" 


Dave folds his laptop shut and taps his fingers on it. "Honestly?" 
| nod. 
"It makes me sad." 


| close my eyes to keep myself in check. When | open them, | know my pain is still visible in them. "Really?" | 
scoff. "| thought you'd be happy..that | was playing your game." 


He shakes his head 

"| see." | nod my head. "Now that Ive let you in, Im broken, right? Now you don't want me?" 
That's not it" 

"Really? That's what it seems like’ 


"No. No, Bob." He reaches across the table for my hand but | back away. "I thought..." 


"Thought what? That you could play rough with me and that | wouldn't get bruised?" 

His hand slides back. "| don't know what | thought...that we could do all of this without the feelings." 

| mumble under my breath. "Sex." 

"No. Fuck, Bob! | don't know! | didn't expect it to reach this. | didn't expect it to bother me that you'd be with 
other people." He pushes a lock of strawberry hair from his face, looking away. "Shit, | don't know. | don't know. 
All| know is that my feelings for you are wrong." 


| will not cry. | will not cry. | bite my lip to hold it in 


He looks down and taps his finger on the laptop again. "I'm married. As much as I'd like to be happy that you 
feel the same for me, | can't do that without disrespecting my wife." 


Now | do laugh. "Don't you think fucking that groupie in the back of the van was disrespecting your wife?" 
"Bob, this is the road. Things like that happen on tour. Its just satisfying an urge, like scratching an itch." 


My eyes squint. | fucking hate him. He did all this to me, just to hurt me. | hope he burns in hell. His eyes 


lower to the table. Despicable fucker can't even look me in the eye. 
"ltd only be cheating if | loved that girl. I'm cheating on my wife just by looking at you." 


"Lies," | hiss. "Lies. This is how you brush me off? This fucking sob story? | came down here because | thought 
you needed me." 


Two dark eyes dart up to me. "I do need you, Bob. | just can't have you." 
"Well, then, | guess that makes us even" 


| get to my feet. As | start to walk past him, he grabs my hand. | can't look at him. | won't. Instead | slowly 
but firmly pull my hand from his and walk away. 


Life is Too Short 


Author's Notes: 
Those with weak stomachs should probably avoid this chapter..and if you do, you miss the good part. If you 
venture on, don't give me all these "Gross!!" comments. | know. | know. | just write what the muses tell me. | 


can't help it if they're sick bastards. 


| suddenly realize how cold it is in the hotel when | punch the number five button on the elevator. Shiver. So 
fucking cold. I'm frozen inside and out. Mindlessly, | get to my room and put myself to bed. Alone. l'm 
completely alone. | have the cell phone. | could call Jason, but what good would that do? I'd still be trying to 
ignore these feelings for Dave. I'd still be using someone else to kid myself. Now that I've admitted it to Dave, | 


can't ignore it anymore. 

"Fucking asshole." 

| punch my pillow and slam my head into it. It's deathly quiet. | guess the Drovers have finally settled in. | 
guess Shawn kicked and broke enough stuff to exhaust himself to sleep. Glen's probably picking his guitar in the 
darkness, thinking of all the cool riffs he and everyone else stole from Dimebag. 

Diamond Darrell. God rest his soul 

This sucks. Things like that shouldn't happen No one should have to die for their art. No one should meet their 
end like that. What could have driven someone to do this? I'll never understand. I'll never know what insane 
thoughts drive someone to shoot a hero. | don't want to. 

| close my eyes and hear "Cemetery Gates" in my head. 

~Reverend. Reverend. Is this some conspiracy? Crucified for no sins? No revenge. Beneath me.~ 

| open my eyes and try to focus in the pitch blackness. Nothing. I'm as hollow as an empty bucket. A tear falls 
down the side of my face and into my ear. It's cold. | feel another..and another. Pretty soon both my ears are 
wet. | cry for Darrell. | cry for Dave. | cry for Nick. | cry for me. 


~Swick~ 


What was that? The card fob on my door? My heart pounds. | see an arch of light as my hotel room door 


opens. | see the shadow of someone stepping inside. Fucking helll Who would have a card key to my room? 


| hear quiet footsteps on carpet, and heavy breathing. Someone's presence thickens the air in front of me. | 


want to scream. When | suck in a breath, | smell it. 


Tide. 

| should have known. 

"Dave?" | whisper. 

A hand taps around on the bed and then | feel the mattress dip as he sits down. The bed shakes with his 
movements. | don't know what he's doing. There's a thud, then another, and then | feel his hands walking up the 
mattress on either side of me. A scratch of stubble burns my cheek. Warm lips move over my neck. There's 
pressure on my chest. | don't know if its from him lying on top of me or from my heart breaking. 

| wrap my arms around him and feel the soft cotton of his t-shirt. He slides to my side and hooks his leg 
over the covers on top of me. His breath is like moist steam dampening my hair and ear. We lay there quietly 
for awhile. At first | think he's fallen asleep and then suddenly his hand reaches up and takes hold of my 
breast. He squeezes it hard. 


"What the fuck are you doing? That hurts!" 


| struggle, trying to get free from his clawing hand, but somehow he's got a good grip on me. | feel threads of 
pain shoot out from each of his fingertips. 


"Dave, stop!" 


| try to push him away, but he gets hold of both my wrists and forces them up over my head. My hands 


immediately start to numb. 
"Dave!" 


He yanks the covers down enough to kick them off with his feet and then he starts ripping at my shirt. | hear 
the sound of fabric tearing. 


"What are you doing?!" 

He leans down and bites my neck | cry out and buck, trying to get him off me. | pull his hair. 
"Dave?! 

"Thats it," he hisses. “Fight me" 


He pushes my pajama pants down and then hitches them the rest of the way off with his feet. He yanks his 
t-shirt over his head. He can't do this. He just said- 


"Fight me, Bob. Don't let me do it" 


| push on his chest when he brings both his hands to my hips, but he's too heavy to budge. More fabric rips. 


| feel cotton yanking out from under me. 
"Oh my god! Dave!" 


| hear the sound of a zipper opening over the huffs of our struggling. We shift side to side as he pulls his 
jeans down over his hips. This is not happening. This is not fucking happening. 


"You can't! Dave! Dont!" 

He mumbles in my ear. "I know..! know." | feel his hand in between my thighs and then a yank. "I got it out." 
"Dave, please. | don't-" 

| know. That's what | want. If | take you, it's my sin, not yours.” 

My mouth forces open when | feel him stab into me. Somehow blood isn't that good of a lubricant. It probably 
doesn't help that my muscles are tensed and | can't breathe. He's pressing down on me, his arms hooked 
underneath my shoulders. He uses them as leverage to make his thrusts forceful. Air huffs out of me with 


each punch of his hips, and his shoulder slams into my chin 


"You should fucking hate me," he murmurs between sharp intakes of breath. "Hate me, Bob. Tell me you hate 


me. 
"| can't, Dave. | lov-" 
"No! Tell me you fucking hate me! You hate me!" 


| choke out a sob and squeeze my eyes shut. This isn't what | wanted. | wanted this to be beautiful, not a 
gross game of push and shove. What is the point of this? Is he enjoying it? 


Suddenly his pace quickens and | can hear the slap of his body against mine. | feel his muscles stiffen even 


more as his back arches and then with a low, quiet groan, he slumps against me. 
"Dave." 


| feel the moisture of sweat from his brow when he tilts his head into the crook of my shoulder. | bring my 
hands up and lace my fingers in his hair. Some of it is wet too, the hair at the nape of his neck | get a good 
whiff of him in my nostrils..his Tide smell..his salty, sweaty smell. It's delicious. Even the throbs of pain 
between my legs where he pounded into me are delicious. | just want to soak him up, carry him with me 


wherever | go. | want his nearness to last, but | know it won't. 


"| better get a shower." 


He lifts up. The mattress bounces when he gets off me. There's a click and the bedside lamp is on. | squint and 


blink, trying to focus. The image of him naked in front of me comes into view. 

‘Oh my god" 

He looks at the grimace on my face and then looks down at his body. His whole middle section is covered with 
my blood. It's on his hips, his penis, the tops of his thighs. He looks like someone finger-painted him with red 
paint..my red paint. 

"Gross," | wince. 

"No its not. Its just you." 

| watch as he pads his way to the bathroom. Just before he turns the corner, he looks at me. 

"You know, you're covered with it too. Come here and get cleaned up." 

As | start to get off the bed, | realize how battered | really am. My lower back hurts. My shoulders pinch 
where his fingers dug into me, my wrists. My thighs will probably be bruised from the bones of his hips. | 
ache everywhere..especially there. 

| go into the bathroom and he's leaning over the side of the tub, testing the water's temperature as it comes 
out the spicket. He shakes his hand and then turns the knob to force it out of the shower head. He looks back 
at me. 

I'm sorry, Bob." 


Weakly, | smile and shake my head. 


He yanks the shower curtain back and then holds his hand out. | take it and then step into the tub. His chest 
rubs against my back when he steps in behind me. | remain still as he reaches around me to grab the 
removable shower head off its stand and begins hosing himself down. All remnants of me easily wash off and 
go down the drain. The nastiest thing is that | wish he'd leave it on him, something to prove what just 


happened happened. It seems like a dream, albeit a violent one, but a dream none the less. 
| look up into his face and he peers at me through damp strings of deep red hair. The pupils of his eyes are 
two, perfect, mahogany circles.warm, yet cold. They seem to see right into me, yet reveal no secrets of their 


own. 


| hope | didn't hurt you." 


| don't answer. | feel the side of my mouth twitch into a half-smile. 

"| guess it's unfair, isn't it?" 

"What?" | ask as he points the showerhead at me. 

He slides his hand over my chest and onto my stomach. Our skin glides silkily against each other. 
"| came. You didn't" 

"Was | supposed to?" 

"No. | didn't say that was the purpose. | just said it was unfair. 

"So what was the purpose?" 


He takes a deep breath. "I don't know. | don't know why | had to do that. | thought | could make it ugly, make 


you not want me anymore. 
| sigh. “It didn't work" 

mE 

| shake my head. 

"No, | guess not. Its worse now, isnt it?" 
| nod. 


His hand slips around over the valley and hills of my body. His touch seems almost innocent, like I'm a child 


he's bathing. He seems intent on just cleaning me and not arousing me. Yet..he is arousing me. 

"Dave?" 

His eyes bob up to mine, still peeking through the long bangs of red hair. 

"Maybe if we did it again. maybe that might work" 

He smiles and drops his eyes. | notice that his hand isn't so much gliding over my body anymore. It's lingering 
in spots, conforming to whatever body part it's touching. A taking touch. You can feel the difference. Some 


touches are purely meant to serve a purpose, or to provide sensations to the recipient. Some are for the 


giver only, like the hand can feed off the surface it touches. This is how he touches me now. Each moment his 


skin touches mine, | loose more of myself. 


He hangs the showerhead back up and then wraps both his arms around me. This must be what heaven is like. 


Although there probably isn't all this water..or blood. 
Darrell. 


| try to force the thought out of my head. | don't want to be sad. | don't want to hurt right now. There's time 
for hurt later. Somehow it's like Dave heard my thoughts and pulls away. 


"We should do something," he mumbles, pushing wet strands of hair over my shoulder. "Tomorrow, we'll do 
something for Darrell..during the show." 


| nod. We keep our eyes locked His hand skates over my body and | bring my eyes to his chest. | pet at the 
soft, orange hair and the pale skin beneath it. His heart is beating beneath my fingers. It could easily have been 
him that was shot tonight. All it takes is one lunatic with a gun to take out anyone you care about. Snap- 


they're gone. In an instant, the world around you is changed forever. 
"Life is too short" 


| thought it. | didn't realize I'd said it, but my voice echoes in the enclosure of the shower. Taps of water 
murmur around me like comforting sighs. Dave says nothing. He just takes hold of my hand and leads me out 
of the shower. He grabs a towel off the rack and places it over the toilet seat lid. He sits down and then pulls 
me by my hips to him. 


"You're right. It is. We should make the most of it while we can" 


| straddle him and then sit down. | can finally really look at his face, his eyes. Blackness, no, they aren't that 
dark right now. They're warmer, lighter, like the comforting sight of fresh brewed coffee. | wish | could stick 


my tongue on him and taste him. Oh wait. | can. | actually can. 


| push his hair behind his shoulders, running my fingers through it. When | get to the ends, | tug lightly and 
smile. He smiles back, but only with his eyes. He yanks me closer and begins massaging the dip in my lower 
back. His fingers are like magic. | know that. | always have. Tarantula legs that lightly step and tap, making 
music, making me melt. A cold whiff of air brushes between us and raises goose bumps all over me. My 
breasts are close to his face. He leans down and draws my nipple into his mouth. Teeth pinch and nip. Then he 
moves to the other one. | notice his hands running up my back as | cradle his head. Waves of wanting ripple 


through me. | want him. | want him inside me. | don't want to waste anymore time. 


We shift and | raise up to get my hand between our hips. | impale myself onto him. Another stab. Exquisite 
pain. His face shoots back to me and our eyes lock. In slight movements | pivot my hips against him. | am filled 
with him..to the hilt..| feel how hard he is inside my body, something foreign, not like the softness of the rest 


of me. | clench my fists in his hair and bend his head back. When he pulls me closer to him, his chin bangs on 


my chest. 

"God you're beautiful." 

It feels so weird to hear him say that. It's not like he often compliments me. Shit, does he ever? 

| wanna see how beautiful you are when you come. | wanna see you do it” 

| rock faster against him as he pulls me by my neck to kiss him. His tongue stabs into me too and swirls 
around in my mouth. My lips are smashed in between our teeth. Our noses are smashed too. We split to catch 
our breaths, but mine is stolen from me when the nerves in my groin snap onto overload and shoot electricity 
through me. My legs quiver and clench his hips. My nails dig into his shoulder. My back arches. | have to close 
my eyes so they don't pop out of my head. An explosion. A combustive torrent of sensations and emotions 


slam through me. | wish we could do this every night. If only... 


"What about another one? You got another one in you?" He smirks, forcing my hips back and forth. "| bet you 
can do that again" 


| try to catch my breath. "I don't think so." 

"Yes. You can. | know you can. We're going for another." 

"My legs are like jello, Dave. | can't, they're wet noodles.” 

He sucks his bottom lip in and | can see the wheels spinning behind his eyes. He braces one hand on the tub, 
and while holding my waist with his arm, he lowers me backwards onto the floor. The tile feels like a fucking 
slab of ice. | start shivering. 

"That's cold, isn't it?" he smirks. "I'm glad it's you there instead of me." 

| swat at his chest, but he grabs my hands and pins my wrists down. His hips ease back and then thrust into 
me. Christ, | probably won't be able to walk tomorrow. We go at this for awhile, but hey, I'm spent. Once all 
the money's gone, there's no going back to the bank. 

"C'mon, Bob. You're wearing me out." 

| can't, Dave. | told you. I'm limp. | got nothing left.” 

He bites his bottom lip again and starts chuckling. "I got it" 


"What?" 


He bends down to kiss me and the pressure comes off one of my wrists. | feel it come back in contact with 


me at my hip. It slides underneath the back of my thigh and then- 

‘Hey! 

"What's wrong, you don't like that?" 

"Not particularly." | grimace. 

"You've just never had anyone do it right." 

"No. | just don't like it." 

"Give it a chance. You never know." 

| know, Dave. | know | don't like it. Get your finger out of my ass." 

‘Its not in your ass. It's only touching it. There's no penetration at all.” 

"Then move it." 

He just smirks and continues shifting his weight against me, back and forth. The sensation of his finger on me 
knots my stomach. l'm not into this kinky shit. Doing all this while I'm on my period is bad enough..now we have 
to get rectums involved? Fuck. 


"You've got more nerve endings there than in your-" 


"That's okay!" | wince. "I like the nerve endings where Mother Nature intended them to be poked and prodded. 


This isn't natural." 

"Shhhhh, you're too uptight, Bob. Relax. Close your eyes." 

"Dave, l'm fucking laying on a slab of ice-" 

"Shhhhh!" 

| clench my eyes shut and try to soften my body. The frigid tiles and the tip of his finger tickling my asshole 
will not let that happen. When Dave lays his whole body weight on me, l'm pressed flat against the floor. | have 


to use great effort to suck air into my lungs. With each intake of breath I'm bombarded with salty, sweet Tide 


smell. The low hum of his moaning vibrates against my ear. 
"Mmmm, that's it" 


| feel a little poke. Somehow the sensation shoots through my pelvis to the other side, the side that is pressed 


tightest against him. Little tingling shocks crackle there. Fuck him. | do not want to enjoy this. 
"Yeah..it's working.’ He chuckles and then bites into my shoulder. 


| only realize after his teeth have released their grip on me that his fingertip has slid into me. It's not going 
anywhere or doing anything. | feel just the fullness of it there. When it wiggles, more shocks shoot through me. 


"No," | whine. 

"Yes. Yes, Bob. | can feel the tension in your body. You're going to come again" 

He pulls his finger back and just massages me there in hard, deepening strokes. Is that my ass or is that my 
clit? | can't tell anymore. My body thinks it's the same thing. | arch up against the weight of his body as the 


spasms hit. | look up at him through my narrowed eyes and he smiles. 


| so fucking own you now." 


| force out a breath and sink back down. Through almost painful pants, | huff, "Like you didn’t already." 


A Different Point of View 


Author's Notes: 
| just wanted to know how Dave was feeling about all of this.. 


Guilty. | guess | should feel guilty. Actually, | do. | didn't. Not until | woke up this morning to find my daughter 


staring me in the face, a perfect combination of me and her mother, holding a doll's head up to my nose. 
"Good morning, Daddy. Esmeralda wants a kiss." 


| close my eyes and slide back down the slippery slope into La-la-land. Then | feel a hard plastic nose on my 


cheek. 
"Smooch, smooch, smooch." 
"Honey, leave me alone," | mumble, rolling to my stomach. "Daddy didn't sleep good last night.” 


Over the droning sound of early morning cartoons, | hear Pam. "Sweetheart, let's go downstairs for breakfast 


so Daddy can sleep." 
"But | want Daddy to come with us." 


"I know, | know, but right now Daddy is working. You know when Daddy works, we have to be understanding. This 
is part of Daddy's job." 


| don't like it when Daddy works." 

"| know, dear, neither do |." 

When | hear the door shut behind them my eyes open 

What have | done? 

Not all that much, really. Not much that | hadn't done the last time | was on tour. It was just sex, right? 
| close my eyes again and try to fall back asleep. My corneas burn with visions from last night. 

Skin, lots of bare skin; tendrils of wet hair strung across blinding white tiles; pink nipples pulling back and 


touching my chest in soft raindrop kisses, eyes, a mixture of gold and blue hues with black lashes opening and 
folding around them like caressing butterfly wings. 


Bob. Oh Jesus. Why the hell did | do that? | really fucked up now. 


| sleep walk through the morning and into late afternoon. | take the family to the pool and then out for lunch. | 
try to be there for them before they go back to the airport and back to the safe, monotonous life that is 


our home, but my mind is elsewhere. 


| feel old when I'm with them, like all my dangerous and exciting days are behind me, like all | have left to look 


forward to is my children growing up, and watching my wife's hair turn gray. 


| don't feel that way when I'm with Bob. | guess this is part of my attraction to her. She makes me feel young 
again, like lm twenty-four years old. I'm sharpening the edges on a fresh, new sound, not perpetuating a dying 
era of music. It's all bright and shiny when | look at it through her eyes. I'm someone special. I'm a hero. | 


crave that. | need it. 

| take a taxi to the auditorium. The rest of the band left hours ago. | gave specific instructions to Glen that | 
wanted them to practice the changes until they were exhausted, until their fucking fingers bled. | don't want 
any mistakes tonight. | want the show to be perfect. My buddy, Darrell deserves it. 

"Hey, man" 


| nod. 


Rick walks me through the halls and escorts me into the auditorium. | enter from the back side, facing the 
stage. Everyone looks like little peach and black figures moving about. Alternately, | hear their voices as they 
pass by their microphones. Shawn kicks his bass drum. Glen taps a couple of keys, tuning his guitar. | hear 
Bob's boisterous, resonating laugh. As | walk up, she runs her hand through the mass of sand-colored waves 
that cascade down her back, pushing them off her face. When her eyes catch me, she smiles puckishly. 


"How's it going?" | ask before swigging on my bottle of water. 

"Good" Glen sniffs and taps a foot pedal. "I think we got it. We all knew the song already so..." 
"No mistakes?" 

"No." He shakes his head. "It's clean" 


| nod and squint my eyes. | notice I'm standing by a row of chairs, so | step into the seat and balance my ass 


on the back. "Okay, let's hear it." 


Shawn begins the intro to "A Tout Le Monde". No one does my vocals, it's just the music. | try to watch the 
stage as a whole, but my eyes keep gravitating back to Bob. Bouncing softly, she nods her chin to the beat. At 
times, she stands still and stomps her right foot. 


l'm reminded of the first time | saw her perform at that little ratty downtown club, how she would swing her 
hair around like an airplane propeller, her sexy leather stage outfit. | think | had an inkling then that we'd 
connect. Maybe | connected with her that night and | just didn't know it. How could | not? She's like one of 
those buzzing, blue light, insect attractors that everyone used to put on their porches when | was growing up. 


| didn't want to fly into the blue light. | resisted, but | failed. 


As the song closes, they flow seamlessly into "Cemetery Gates". I'm shocked by how soft, yet powerful Bob's 


voice is. | can hear her emotion, her sadness. Her eyes are closed and she sways her hips back and forth. 
Her chin tilts up toward her microphone. | always thought it was funny that she likes her set up like Lemmy's; 
probably so she doesn't bash her nose when she comes running back up to it. I've done that a few times 


myself, back when | was younger, when | was drunk. 


She bends her head to the side on that last note. Her eyes are closed. | feel something stir in the pit of my 


stomach, a feeling that works its way down between my legs. 

Her eyes open and lock with mine as she sings. "Belong to me at last." 

| do. Fuck, | wish | didn’t. What have | gotten myself into? 

In my peripheral vision, | notice someone step up beside me. They tap my shoulder. 
Jason. 


Fuck, of course he's back here. Why wouldn't he be? It's not like he has any real obligations right now. He's a 


free agent. 

| nod in recognition. 

"Goddamn, she's good," he yells into my ear. 

| nod again and look away. 

As Glen finishes out with the wailing guitar screams, Jason runs to get a jump onto the stage. | watch as he 
walks up to Bob and starts plucking her bass strings. They look like twins except that Bob's hair is blonde and 
longer. They're both dressed in jeans and long-sleeved, black t-shirts. They mirror each other's movements, a 
sway, a smile. Simultaneously they lean towards each other for a hug. 


"Do it again," | call out from my seat. "I want to hear the montage again" 


Bob's brow furrows and she leans into her mic. "Again? We've been playing this for two hours now. It's 


perfect" 
"Nothing's ever perfect. | want to hear it again" 

She brings her hand to her neck "But my throats starting to-' 
"| said | want to hear it again!" 


She looks at Jason and he shakes his head. He hands her a bottle of Gatorade he was carrying with him and 
then jumps off the stage. Bob eyeballs me as she twists the top off and guzzles some of it down. 


"What are you doing in New York?" | ask Jason, when he sits in the chair beside me. "Don't you fucking ever go 
home?" 


"lm here to do some recording with Voivod." 

From behind us, someone says, "I guess everyone's recording in New York right now." 
Jason turns. | don't. | know who it is. 

"Hey, Nick. How's it going?" 


He comes around and sits on the other side of Jason. They slap hands and do some weird, in-the-hood secret 


handshake. 

"Good. Marty and | cleared four tracks today over at Power Station” 

"Cool." 

That feeling that was working itself into my groin a little while ago has returned and is burning a hole in my 
stomach. I'm not in the mood for this shit. | gotta get out of here. | step down from the seat and start 
heading towards the back. 

| thought you wanted to hear the song again?" Bob asks through the microphone as | pass the side-stage. 

| don't answer. | just keep walking. | know she'll follow me. | can hear a screech of feedback, then a dong as she 
takes her bass off and sets it down. Before | get halfway to the green room, | can hear the approach of her 
padding boot soles. 


"Hey!" 


| turn and cross my arms over my chest. She steps up underneath me, her eyes searching mine. 


"What's wrong?" 

I'm trying to figure out if this is a fucking rehearsal or a fucking episode of the Dating Game." 
She takes a deep breath. "I didn't ask them to come." 

‘Maybe not, but they're here none the less. They're here for you." 


Bob looks down at her boots and taps one. All | can see are the waves that flow off her head. | notice her hair 


is brown at her scalp. She needs to do her roots. 
"They're my friends." 
| snort out a scoff. "Bob, you and | both know they don't think of themselves as your friends." 


Her face tilts back up to mine. Her full pink lips fall open like they did last night when | was laying into her, 
when | was inside her. She starts to say something but | interrupt. 


"What is it about you? | mean, you're not even that pretty." | drill my eyes into her so she hears me, knows 
that | mean it, even though | don't. "And you fucking act like a man" 


"| do?" Her eyes question. "I thought you said | acted like a frightened little pigeon?” 
"-fucking everyone; my god you're such a slut" 


That arrow hit its mark. She scratches her head and looks to the right. She doesn't want me to see that | 
hurt her, but | know | did. | always accomplish what | set out to do. 


"Dave-" 

"Hey, | think | could go for a blow job right now. Why don't we go into the bathroom and you can suck me off." 
For added punch, | grab her arm and tug like l'm going to pull her into a room. She sneers at me and yanks 
away. That worked. | think | did it now. As she turns her back to me, | see Jason coming down the hall. Nick's a 
few steps behind him. 

"You guys wanna go grab a bite before the show?" 

Bob starts walking away before | even answer. She quickly breaks the space from me to them. She doesn't look 
back. She just keeps going, her sandy waves bouncing behind her as she disappears into the shadow of the 


auditorium. Then | can't see her at all anymore. Nick wastes no time following her. 


"Dave?" 


My eyes focus on Jay and | shake my head. 

"You sure?" He raises his eyebrows and then smiles. "Sushi, my treat.” 

"No thanks." 

He gives a nod and then steps into the same darkness that swallowed Bob. It's just me in the hall now. | don't 
hear any sounds from the stage. | guess the Drovers went too. | hope Jay brought his platinum American 
Express. If he's treating the Drover's he's gonna need it. 

Inside the dressing room, | see one of Bob's garment bags hanging off a locker. She has a Pantera t-shirt 
hooked on the outside of it. My finger plays along its crooked sewn hem. | can smell her scent on it just a bit. | 
want more of it, so | bring the fabric up to my nose. | hear a noise behind me, so | quickly step away. 


| lift my eyebrow. "Back already?" 


Bob is stomping towards me, her chin jutting out, her bottom lip full. | see what | inflicted all over her face, 


especially in her eyes. 
‘| want you to know something." She glares at me, her hands pinching her hips. 
"What's that?" 


"Minus something like five seconds in the van, | haven't slept with anyone this whole tour. And even those five 


seconds only happened because of my feelings for you." 
Blink. | just blink. | don't say anything. She's not telling me anything | don't already know. What difference does it 
make? Its always going to be like this. I'm married. I'm fifteen years older than her. She's young and has her 


whole future ahead of her, a future that won't include me. 


"I knew you were going to do this," she says quietly now, hugging herself. "I knew last night as soon as you 
walked out my door. | kept telling myself, ‘He's going to be such a shit to me tomorrow!" 


| smirk. "I'm being a shit?" 
She presses her lips together and nods. 


"What do you want me to do, Bob? Tell you last night changed my life? Tell you I'm dumping my wife and kids 


because your pussy was so great?" 


She huffs and shuts her eyes like | hit her with my words. Good. We're driving this point home. | had to spell it 
out for her, but she's getting it now. 


Suddenly, she looks up at me and smiles. "So, you're saying my pussy's not that great?" 


| cup my hand over my mouth, pretending to scratch my upper lip. She really shouldn't see me smile right 


now. That would mix my signals. 

"I mean, I'm such a whore. You know everybody wants it" She taps my chest. "Including you." 
"Yeah, well, pussy is pussy." 

"Then why me last night? Why not some random groupie? Shit. You know you could have even slept with your 
wife.” 

"Well, you know what they say, Bob. Variety is the spice of life." 

"Oh?" She smirks. "And what spice am |?" 

| feel my lip curling. | shouldn't say this, but... "Sugar." 

"So, what are you saying?" She laughs. "You don't like sugar?" 

"No. | love sugar..it's just that its bad for me." 

"| give you cavities, huh?" 

| nod. "Yeah, and a stomach ache." 


A smile creeps up on Bob's lips. "Are you sure it's your stomach that's aching?" Her eyes lower to my lap. "I 


mean, it could be something else." 
"Yeah, well, you seem to affect that too." 


We stand there quietly for a moment, both of us smiling. Then she grabs her leather motorcycle jacket off a 


hook next to me and slips it on 

"So you just came back for your jacket?" 

She nods, yanking up her zipper. 

"Oh, | thought you might have changed your mind and decided to stay here with me. 


Smiling, she shakes her head. "And miss free sushi? You're good, Mustaine, but you're not that good." 


| watch as she yanks her hair out from underneath the collar of her jacket and pulls a cord of laminates out 
of her pocket. When she ducks into it, her elbow nudges me in the side. 


"You didn't have any complaints last night" | pick up the front laminate that lies against her upper abdomen. 
‘Band’. | pull it like a leash to bring her closer to me. "I didn't mean those things-" 


"| know." 


"You do?" 


She nods and bumps her nose on my chin. “Yeah, I'm beginning to understand the mystery that is Dave 
Mustaine." 


"That's scary." 
Her eyes get big. "Yeah, | know." 


Smiling, she gets on her tip-toes and kisses me. | make no effort to kiss her back | like watching her do 


it..maybe | feel a little less guilty that way too. 


The Letter M 


Author's Notes: 
Get out the sappiness filter. I'm sorry. | can't help it. t's not like this can end on a happy note. Just bear with 


me, please. 


"Good show, Dave." 


Silently | grab a towel from Steve and make my way back to the dressing rooms. Bob is walking behind me to 
my left, the Drovers babbling about their performances behind her. As | get into the hall, the first person | 


see is Nick. 
"Awesome, Bob, amazing. You're voice sounded great." 
Jesus Christ. Get him away from me before | puke; that fucking brown-noser. 


Truth is she did sound good; too good in fact. | still can't figure out why she gave up her lead spot with Wicked 
Antics to do this. Seems to me she should have had a recording contract of her own. True, that guitar player 


sucked, but shit, like that fucking matters these days. 
"Did you see all those lighters?" | hear her say from behind me as we get into the green room. 


Lights. It was pretty cool when Bob sang ‘Cemetery Gates’. Not one person in that crowd didn't have a lighter 
up over their heads. The audience looked like a sea of warm golden dots swaying back and forth. It was 


beautiful. It almost brought a tear to my eye. Fuck, | must be getting soft in my old age. 


After a shower and some schmoozing with the Droogs, Bob and | get on the bus to head to Boston. She has to 
maneuver carefully down the length of the bus as she has an armful of teddy bears and flowers that the 
fans brought for her. | guess they've finally accepted her. | guess | have too. 


"Is Pooh!" She wiggles a bear in my face and then tosses it up into her bunk She eyes me with a smirk. "Now 


l'Il never have to sleep alone." 


Hell, if | had it my way, she'd never sleep alone either, but then her bunk buddy wouldn't be that fucking baby 
toy either. 


| squeeze past her in the galley to get to the back lounge. With a huff, | toss my duffle in the corner and sit 
on the edge of the bed. I'm fucking exhausted. It's the crash after the show that's the hardest. All the 
adrenaline while you're performing, it's like being high, and then once that eases down, you...you..well, you just 
fucking crash. It wasn't like this when | was younger. Hell, | lived for the after-concert parties, the girls, the 


booze, the drugs, but not anymore. Shit, now, just give me a fucking glass of milk and cookies and then tuck 


my ass into bed. Fuck, what | wouldn't give for a line of coke right now. 


| pull myself up off the bed and go back to the galley. As | make my way past the bunks, Bob's leg, dangling off 
the top ledge, nudges my arm. 


"Yeah, he's here, looking as grumpy as ever." 


| turn to look at her as | yank back the door on the fridge. She's laying down, one hand resting behind her head, 
the other holding that fucking cell phone to her ear. 


"Of course he sounded good tonight. Doesn't he always?" 

Twisting the top off a bottle of water, | lift my chin at her. Who the fuck is she talking to? 

‘Its Jason," she smiles, swinging her fuzzy-slippered foot back and forth. 

Fuck. Of course. | don't remember seeing him backstage. | guess he couldn't stay for the whole show. 

| park myself at the side of the table closest to the kitchenette. Stretching out sideways, | can still see Bob in 
her bunk. | can still hear her yapping away with Newsted. | watch her body hitch with a giggle, that fucking leg 
still swinging back and forth. Then she busts out laughing. Newsted is not that fucking funny. This is stupid. 


"Really?" she laughs. "You're kidding!" 


| tilt my bottle of water up into the air and swallow hard. | look around the front lounge trying to distract 


myself from her cackling, obnoxious laughter. | take another sip, another swallow, another sip. 

"Oh my god, really? .Yeah, send me the disc. | can't wait to hear it" 

My eyes shift back to her and the leg that's still swinging back and forth. | grit my teeth. | can't stand it. 
Stop smiling! Stop being so fucking happy! Look at me, Bob Fuckn.pay attention to mel 


She starts giggling now like some stupid high school girl with a crush. The sound of her voice scratches me, 


gnaws at my insides. 


| chug down the rest of my water and twist the cap back on. Tapping the empty bottle on my leg, my 
attention is caught by the sound of Hank on his two-way phore. It doesn't last long because Bob starts 


laughing again. | look at her with an evil eye. 


"Send it to the management company. They'll make sure | get it.or..you could use it as an excuse to come see 


me again." 


| decide being alone in the back lounge is better than listening to all this nauseating flirting. | get up and start 
my way down the hall. As | pass her, Bob brushes my arm again with her fuzzy slipper. 


"Where ya goin’, boss?" 


| halt in my tracks and stare at her. My eyes are narrowed, my lip is curled. | run my tongue in between my 
lower teeth and lip. Can't she fucking see it? | need her right now. What could be so special about Jason that 
she'd rather talk to him than be with me? Maybe she needs a little reminder of last night. 


| rest my hand on the denim of her thigh. Her leg's thin enough that my hand easily grips it. | press my palm 
against her and slide my hand up towards her hip. 


"Yeah," she says quietly to something that Jason says. | can hear his voice through the ear piece. She 
responds, "Uh huh." 


My thumb starts making litle circles on the outside of her thigh. There's a slight movement of her leg 
towards me. The other leg bends at the knee and falls to the side. She's spreading for me, the whole time her 
eyes never leaving mine. Then she moistens her bottom lip and bites into it. She takes a deep breath. 


"Yes. 


Slowly and with great pressure, | move my hand up. It's now in between her legs. Her eyes close when | push 
my thumb against the crotch seam of her jeans. She swallows hard. There's a soft thud when her slipper pads 
up onto the bunk's ceiling. 


"Yeah..uh...yeah." 


| can still hear Jason jabbering away. Hasn't he noticed the quieting of her voice? She's practically breathing 


her responses now. Doesn't he have a fucking clue what's going on? 
"Mhm" 


| bend my head in to lick at the skin exposed between the waistband of her jeans and the hem of her t-shirt. 
Without hesitation, she threads her fingers into my hair and digs her nails into my scalp. 


"Jason, |..um, yeah." 


| pull away to look at her. Her eyes are half-lidded, her mouth agape, a spill of golden curls falling off the edge 
of the bunk. Her legs are spread wide like an open invitation. My hand is still pressed to her crotch. | can feel 
the heat and dampness radiating from beneath the denim. I'm surprised by the depth and hoarseness of my 


voice when | speak. 


"Get off the phone." 
She grins playfully and shakes her head. 
Goddamnit Bob, | fucking need you. Im not going to share you with him. Get off that damn phone. 


| bend in again to nuzzle her breast with my nose. As my lips brush over her, | feel her nipple rise up 


underneath the cotton. | set my lips around it, then my teeth, and | bite. Hard. 
"Fuck! Dave!" 


She kicks me away, knocking me against the other wall of bunks. When | look at her, she's clutching her hand to 
her wounded breast. Laughing, | get steady on my feet. | yank the phone out of her hands and click it shut. 


"Dave, goddamnit, | was talking to Jason!" 

| scoff. "Not anymore you're not" 

"What is your fucking problem?" 

| nudge my head towards the back lounge. "C'mon" 
Her eyes get big and then they blink "What?" 
"Get your ass in the back." 

"Nol" She huffs. "Fuck you." 


| poke my tongue into the corner of my mouth, squinting at her. The cell phone in my hand starts vibrating 
and | hear the sound of an old Elvis tune. 


"What the fuck is that?" | chuckle. 

"| don't know," Bob says, grimacing, “but | hate it" 

Jason must have programmed it like that. He can be such a nerd. 
| smirk. "So change it" 

"| would but | don't know how." 


| shake my head and answer the phore. "Jay, it's Dave. Look, Bob's busy right now. She'll have to call you back 


later." 


His voice is barely audible as | drop the phone from my ear and click it shut. I'm sure that pissed him off, but 
nothing's up for discussion here. Bob's my bass player. I'm her boss. And right now is a good time for a band 
meeting. 

"| don't appreciate you bullying yourself into my personal life like this." 

| stare at her. | don't fucking appreciate her bullying herself into my life either, but she did anyway. She 
wanted to know what makes Dave Mustaine tick. She wanted to get inside me. Now that she's finally up to bat, 
she's not swinging at any of the pitches. 

| smirk. "Well, | guess that makes two of us." 

She steps closer, her hands on her hips. "Dave, what's wrong?" 

"Nothing." 

Pushing a cork-screw tendril of hair behind her ear, she looks down, then left to the front of the bus at Hank, 
and then back down As she takes a hold of the fly of my jeans, her eyes cast back up to me. Tug, tug, tug- 
each of the buttons on my jeans pop open. Then her hand slips in A smile creeps softly across her face as 
her slender fingers wrap around my erect cock 


‘ls this what's wrong?" 


She looks so comfortable handling me, like she's confident with what she's doing. Bob knows. She knows she has 
a hold on me..and its not just my cock I'm talking about. 


She speaks during an intake of breath. "Are you ever going to tell me?" 
"Tell you what?" | ask. 
"Why you always want what's bad for you?" 


| swallow hard and look away. Fucking, here she goes again with this deep shit. | edge away from her slowly, her 
hand easing out of my pants. | take a deep breath. 


"You tell me. You seem to have me all figured out." 
Her eyes question 
| have to look away. "Maybe you're right 


"About what?" she asks. 


"That thing you said.how we're a lot alike on the inside. | guess we are." 

| can see the ‘how so? in her eyes when her brow furrows. 

"We both seem to want what's only going to hurt us in the end." 

She smiles weakly and nods. "Yeah. And | see now what you mean about the pain" 


"You do?" 


"How it makes you feel alive." She steps closer and rests her hands on my chest. "I feel it. I'm alive. You've 


given me the proof." 

"Bob, you just want a man to sub for your dear old dad" | take a step back. | can't help it, her nearness 
disturbs me. "You grab at sand that keeps falling through your fingers because that's what you want..someone 
to leave you like your father did You don't want anyone you can actually have." 


"Well then | guess that's why | want you, huh?" 


| close my eyes and open them slowly, hoping she's vanished before me. She hasn't. She's still there. | search 
her face, twisting my jaw to the side. "As long as we both understand what it is we do for each other." 


"Well, | know what it is you do for me," she murmurs, dropping her eyes from my face. "Funny, somehow we 


both need the same thing..to be pushed away." 

"| guess that's why we make such a perfect pair.” 

The eyes, two glittering blue orbs, flash back up to me. "We do, don't we?" 

| tighten my jaw and nod. 

| make myself impenetrable right now. | have to. | shouldn't have ever let her in. | must be solid like a rock. | 
am. | refuse to soften as she passes her hand over my chest. I'm hard. She's soft, flowing like liquid. She can't 
possibly get in. The water never gets inside the rock, but then again, somehow it does manage to change it. 
The water always takes something of the rock away with it. As it passes over the jagged surfaces, it 
smoothes them, rounds the edges. 

Without a word, she slides her fingertips down my arm and takes hold of my hand. There's a slight tug as she 
walks toward the back lounge. | really don't need much encouragement to follow her. Its what | want to do. 


Alone with her is where | want to be. 


When we slip past the sliding door, | close it and secure the lock. | can just make out her hair and skin in the 


near darkness. For some reason l'm suddenly aware of her scent. | guess not seeing too well accentuates the 
other four senses. | can hear her breathing. Now | just want to taste her mouth, feel the touch of her skin on 


mine, her liquidy sweetness engulfing me. 


| take hold of her by the arms and draw her to me. An orange stream of light coming through the tinted bus 
window glimmers in her eye when she looks up at me. Now that my eyes have adjusted to the darkness | can 


see her mouth is soft, pliable-looking, waiting for my kiss. 
"This has to be the last time," she whispers just before our lips meet. 
"Why?" 


"Because l'm afraid | won't be able to push you away if | get used to holding you. | won't be able to keep up 
my end of the bargain 


| want to tell her | feel the same way. | could easily get addicted to this, to her. But what would happen when 
the tour's over? What happens when | have to go back to my family? Shit, she'd just end up ditching me in 


the end. There's no way we can ever be what we want each other to be. 
"| love yo 


| press my finger to her lips. | can't bear to hear her say it. If she says it, itll be real. We can't let it become 
real. Both our worlds will fall apart if it does. 


| gulp down a dry swallow as | watch her mouth open. Her teeth edge out and nip my finger. I'm aware of her 
hands moving in the darkness. Then | feel the bottom of my t-shirt rising up. | let her lift it over my head. As 
she starts yanking on my jeans, | push her back to make her lay down If this is my last time with her, I'm 
doing everything. | don't give a shit if she's on the rag. | want to know all of her before we get to Boston. I've 
never been scared of blood. When you've been with as many women as I've been, you've seen it all. There's 


nothing about her that could surprise me or turn me off. 


| take each of her animal print slippers and toss them across the room. | massage her feet a little and then 
chuckle when | see her toenails are painted black | also see something | didn't know she had; a tattoo of the 
Megadeth 'M' right above her ankle. It's hard to tell in the half-light, but it looks like the letter's done in black 
ink and there are flickers of red and orange flames behind it. 

"Nice tat." 

"Thanks." 

| smile. "What does the "M" stand for?" 


Bob jerks and giggles when | run my finger over the ball of her foot. "Don't. Stop tickling mel” 


"So, what does it stand for?" 

She smiles. "Don't play dumb. You know what it stands for: 

"Mustaine?" 

"No," she giggles. 

Mae 

She tries to kick me, but | have a good hold on her foot. She grits her teeth. "No!" 
"Money?" 

jee 

My eyebrows raise. “It better not be Metallica’ 

She smiles again, shaking her head. "No 


"Oh, | know what it is." | nip my teeth on the ball of her foot and kiss my way into its arch. "Yeah, | know 
exactly what it is." 


"What?" she giggles. 


| push her leg over and lower myself in between her thighs. Looking up and down her face, | study the soft 
planes of her features. She looks so young. Age hasn't even touched the corners of her eyes, or narrowed the 
full, plumpness of her lips. Her nose is aquiline and ski-sloped at the end. l'm lost in the sight of her. She bucks 
her hips to break the spell l'm in 


"So, what is it?" she asks. 


| brush my lips over her jaw line, my nose across her cheek. Then finally | look into those big, doe eyes. 


Reflections bounce off them in glittery white sparks. 


| know what | want the 'M' to mean. | shouldn't say it, but for some reason | have to. She's got to know how | 


feel about her. This is the safest way | can say it. 


"The M," | breathe in between kisses, "is for Mine." 


Don't Be a Pussy--Eat One 


Author's Notes: 
Okay, | really thought it was only going to take one more chapter but it isn't--l need one more after this and 


then we're done. 


| lay in the darkness, my body curled tightly around hers. She's pretending to be asleep | think. Every once in a 
while, | open my eyes and | swear | see Bob slam hers shut. | pull a stray hair away that was lying across her 
nose. 

"You awake?" 

She doesn't answer me. Maybe she really is asleep. | mean, | have been known to knock a girl or two out with 
my fuck skills. They fall right into Sandman's arms after I've coax some earth-shattering orgasms out of 
them. Shit, after all the sweating I've done with Bob tonight, | should be asleep too. I'm not though. I'd rather 


watch her pretend to, or really be, asleep. 


| chuckle a little when | notice her lashes twitch like she's trying not to open her eyes. She knows l'm staring 
at her. She's fucking with me. She's not asleep. 


"Bob," | whisper, edging my chin over hers. "Wake up. | got something for you." 
She nudges away from me when | press my erection against her ass. 

In a low-pitch, | growl, "Waaaake uuuup." 

"No," she whines. "No more." 


"Yes." | brush more hair off her neck and plant gentle kisses there. As my lips brush across her ear | hiss, "l 
want you." 


"Not again." 
"Yes, again." 
"Dave...no." 


"C'mon" | push my hips to her; the head of my cock butting at the place her legs round and become her ass. 
"We'll be in Boston soon | want to get all | can before you cut me off." 


She brings her arm around and wedges it between our bodies. Her fingers encircle my dick and she half- 


heartedly yanks on it. 
"Fuck, | don't want that. | can do that myself" 
| slip around her body as | pull her over to her back. Then | position myself between her legs. 


"How do you do that?" she moans. "That can't be normal for your age. | thought only eighteen-year old boys 
recovered their hard-on's that fast" 


"Yeah, well, when l'm with you, my dick forgets I'm in my forties." | push against her, trying to get inside, but 
her skin is sticky from dried-up cum. Nudge, nudge-- "C'mon. Open up. Open-says-me." 


Her body hitches with a giggle. Smiling, she finally opens her eyes. "You're crazy." 

"Yeah, | am." About you 

| scoop some saliva off my tongue and place the wetness between her legs. Our eyes stay locked as | stroke 
her. When | feel her sex coming back to life | push inside. Her face winces in response. She's tight, really tight, 
probably because she's swollen from all the pounding I've done on her. | soften my thrusts, trying not to cause 
her pain but | can tell from the grimace on her face that it's not working. 

In disappointment, | moan, "I don't wanna hurt you..but | don't wanna stop." 

"You're rubbing me raw." 

"Yeah, and I'm rubbing myself raw too." Its true. With each stroke, my dick burns. | shouldn't be doing this. 
"Then stop." 

| push in again. "| don't want to." 

"You're just hurting both of us." 

"| need more, Bob. Promise me we'll do it again later and I'll stop." 

"No" 

Gritting my teeth, | thrust deeply. "Yes." 


"Fuck, Dave," she softly whines, "you're hurting me." 


"Then don't hurt me. Don't say this is it" 


"| can't." 

Propped up on my hands, | let my back sway; our stomachs just barely touching. "What fucking difference does 
it make now, Bob? We've crossed the line. It doesn't matter how many times. We've already gone too far. The 
sin's been committed. Stopping now won't take it away.” 


| need to stop for myself. | explained it to you.” 


She runs her hands from my forearms up to my shoulders. | feel her fingers wiggling in my hair. | can't stop 


looking into her face. It's like she flipped this switch. That giddy-happiness l'm used to seeing there is gone. 

If you don't want me anymore, just say it" 

"That's not it. You know that's not it" 

She shifts her leg and tries to roll me over by tilting her hips. After a couple of tries, | give in and fall to the 
side. Instead of letting her get up, | keep her locked onto me, my hands grasping her waist. Her fingers try to 
pry my hold off her, but she's not strong enough. 

"Let go." 

My eyes narrow and blink. "I don't want to." 


"You have to." 


"No | don't." Just then the intercom beeps. | sit up, wrap my arm around her waist and press the receiver 


with my free hand. "Yeah, Hank." 


"We've got about ten minutes before we get to the hotel. | thought you all might want to get your bags 
ready." 


"Got it. Thanks!" 

Bob shifts again | keep her pressed tightly to me. 

"Dave, let me go" 

| finally release my hold on her and watch as she stumbles around the lounge looking for her clothes. | can see 


bruises from the other night on her arms, back and thighs. She'll probably have more from this morning. | kind 
of like that I've left my mark on her. 


Its barely four in the morning when we get to the hotel. The sky is still jet black with little glinting dots for 
stars. Winter air is like a cold slap on my face when | step off the bus. | notice Bob is lingering behind, so | 
stick my head back in through the door way. 


"You can get it for me, right?" | hear her say. 


Hank nods and then catches me watching them. When Bob starts to say something else, he looks back at her 


and shakes his head. | think | intruded on a private conversation. 
"What are you guys up to?" 


Bob snaps her face to me, her mouth agape, eyes widened. "Nothing." She purses her lips. "Were you 


eavesdropping?" 
"No." My eyes narrow and blink. "Why, are you hiding something from me?" 
She stammers back, "No." 


Fuck, | just saw her eyebrows twitch up. She is. She's hiding something from me. | step back up into the cab. 
"What's going on, Bob?" 


"Nothing." 
There it is again. Shit. | look at Hank. "Is there something | should know?" 
He sucks on his teeth, crossing his arms over his chest. "Nope, nothin’ boss." 


| drop my duffle at my feet and place my hands on my hips. "No one's getting off this bus until you guys tell 


me what's going on" 

Bob lets a heavy sigh, looking away from me. 

"Spill it," | grumble. 

"Nothing's going on, Dave," she hisses, this time looking back at me with fire in her eyes. 

She's got that look on her face, that look she had when Nick was let go. Something's going on. | don't know what 
it is, but apparently Bob's on the defense. Fuck, | don't want to push her in the state she's in. | know her 


conscience is bothering her over this affair-thing we got going. | grab he arm and yank her up to me. 


"Look, I'm going to trust that you're smart enough not to do something stupid and piss me off. | don't know 


what you're hiding from me, but I'm letting it go. Don't fuck with me, Bob." 


Her mouth twitches when she gulps down a swallow. Her eyebrows are pinched over her eyes. Fuck, | can feel 
the heat radiating off her. She's pissed about something. I'll just back up and let her cool off. 


| grab my duffle and go into the hotel. Bob and Hark aren't too far behind me. | can hear him mumbling about 
how many bags she has and that she really should have used a gig trunk. She coughs. | don't know if it's to 
silence him or if she's catching a cold. Fuck, | better not get sick 

"Hey, Dave." 

| take the room key from Rick When Bob comes up for hers, he points at me. 

‘tim still rooming with Dave?" 

Slowly | turn my head her way. She eyes Hank and then looks back to Rick 

"Is there a problem?" he asks. 

"Uh, no." 

Rick looks at me and raises an eyebrow. Then he shakes his head. "Someone got spoiled in New York, | see." 

| look at her. She looks at me, and then casts her eyes to the ground. Man, she is freaking out. Fuck, if I'd 
known sex was going to be such an issue, I'd never let it get that far. | can feel her inching away from me by 


the second. 


When we get into the elevator, | can't stop myself. | don't care that Hank is with us. My duffle drops with a 
thud. | push my hands through my hair. 


"You dont fucking want to room with me anymore?" 

"L." Her eyes shift 

"Why the fuck are you looking at Hark? lm talking to you, Bob. Answer me. 
She huffs, closing her eyes. ‘Let's not do this here 

Im so mad, | want to spit. 'Fine” 


| yank my duffle back over my shoulder and walk out into the hallway. | can hear Hank and Bob mumbling 
behind me. Part of me wants to know what they're saying; the other part of me doesn't give a shit. 


When we get into the room, | lay my stuff down and look at Bob. Her eyes are avoiding me. She's already 
pushing me away. She said she wouldn't be able to do it, yet here she goes. | don't mean a fucking thing to her 


anymore. She's turned it off like a dripping faucet. 
"Bob-" 
"Look, I'm really tired, Dave. Can we just go to sleep now? | won't be any good for the show tonight if we don't" 


| press my lips together and look away. | can't stand to see that look in her eyes..like I'm some sort of nerd 
who has an unwanted crush on her. Fuck, | feel like I'm in junior high again and she's Susie Johnson, the 


cheerleader who wouldn't give me the time of day. 
"That's fine. I'm not going to hassle you." 
Her face softens. "Okay. Thanks." 


Maybe this is the hormones from her fucking period. Maybe she's feeling guilty over sleeping with a married 
man. Maybe its Nick Shit, maybe it's Jason. | never stopped to think that maybe she really liked the Champ. | 
mean, she wanted to tell me she loves me, but maybe l'm not the only one. Maybe she loves Jason too. He's 
been a good friend to her. Hell, maybe its her band back home. Fuck. Maybe she loves one of them. | mean, | 


don't know that much about her life before she walked into mine. 


The silence and the stillness are stifling. Bob took a shower after | got into bed and when she came out, she 
chose to sleep by herself instead of with me. | lay here in the dark wondering what's going on in her mind and 
why she isn't sharing it with me. | don't know when | fall asleep. | vaguely remember a peek of sun coming 


through the curtains. All | know is that when | wake up, Bob's bed is empty. 

At first | think she might be in the bathroom. | check in there. Her make-up kit and toothbrush are still by 
the sink. Then | notice her bags are on the other side of her bed, so she didn't just hop a bus and leave. For a 
moment, | did panic about that. | thought, if she left me without a bassist, I'll hunt her down and kick her 


teeth in. You don't fuck with me like that. | mean, I'm still pissed that she didn't tell me where she was going, 
but at least | can trust she'll show up for the gig. She's always acted like a professional up ‘til now. 


Good ole Bob, | think when she busts through the green room door. 


Her step is spirited with determination, her hair flailing behind her as she bolts across the room, tossing her 
duffle bag at a wall of lockers. She paces back and forth, her hands pinched at her hips. 


"Where've you been?" | ask, sipping on a bottle of water. 
"Out." 


"Yeah, | know--out. Out where?" 


She huffs, rolls her eyes and shakes her head. "You know, sometimes | have personal shit | have to take care 
of. | mean, you don't need to know every single thing | do. Maybe | needed tampons. Maybe | needed to get a 
douche. Maybe | needed a fucking pap smear-" 

“All right, that's enough." 

| step in front of her and grab her chin When | pull her face to mine, her eyes jitter side to side. | feel an 
electric current running through her veins beneath my hand. Her lips quiver before her teeth bite into them. 
She looks like she's about to jump right out of her skin 

"Jesus Bob. Drink a bunch of coffee or what?" 


That's when | spot a little bit of whiteness around her right nostril. She notices me staring at it and yanks her 


face out of my hand. Turning, she wipes her nose on her sleeve. 

"Oh fuck" 

What the hell am | going to do now? Shit! My fucking bass player..fuck, Bob is doing blow? Shit! Shit, shit, shit! 
| take a deep breath, trying to calm myself down. Stepping towards her, | put my hand out. Is it to tell her | 
understand? Is it to pull her to me so | can hold her in my arms? Is it to grab her around the neck and 
fucking bash her face in? | don't know. How did | not seen this before? 

As the door opens, she tentatively looks at me and away, shuffling her feet back. 

"Hey guys, how's it going?" 


| turn to see Shawn. Glen is just a few steps behind him. The room is now full of Drover sounds as they start 
getting amped for the set. 


Fuck, Bob's amped. She's amped enough for everyone. 

At some point, | sit down on the couch. | don't know when. All | know is I'm sitting on the couch now. | watch 
Bob flit nervously around, wringing her hands, biting her nails, threading her hair through her fists over and 
over again. Something about the coke erases her modesty. She yanks a t-shirt off a hanger, causing it to bang 
against the lockers, then pulls off her old one in front of everyone. 


"What?" she snaps when she notices me staring. 


My eyes catch on the black cotton bra. It starkly contrasts with the creamy pale skin that just hours before 


was melting in my hands. In a flash, her new shirt is on. This one says, ‘Don't be a pussy-Eat one: 


| feel my lip inch up into a smirk. | am. Im being a fucking pussy. | let this little bitch walk into my life and fuck 


me around like I'm some loser, some sort of nobody. She loves me? No, that was the jab of a knife in my gut. 


Her running around in front of me hyped up on dope is my blood pouring out- 
Because | trusted. | let her in. And she betrayed me. 


| get my ass off the couch and go into the hall. | snap my cell phone off the clip on my belt and go down my 
list of numbers. With three days before our next gig, this couldn't have happened at a better time. 


F--6--H--l--J 
James McDonough 
| press the "talk" button. 


And wait for my new bass player to answer. 


Sweet 


Author's Notes: 
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~This is late breaking news~ 
~Air force One has been shot down...~ 


| feel like l'm going to hurl a bunch of string cheese. Wait, | haven't eaten any string cheese today. It's just 


nerves..among a few other things. 

| stand at the side watching my band mates enter the stage. First Shawn, hanging on the drum cage like a 
kindergartener hangs off the monkey bars. Then Glen, walking nonchalantly to his mic, raises his fists in the air. 
Then me. | feel like the very last elastic stretched tight over the Guinness Book of World Records’ largest ball 


of rubber bands. | could break any moment. l'm that wound up. 


| approach my mic and wave at the crowd. Stuffed animals and flowers start flying towards me from the 


audience. | see a sign waving in the back "Bob Rocks!" 

Fuck! This is what l'm leaving behind?! This is what l'm giving up?! 

And this isn't the only thing... 

The crowd erupts into a cacophony of applause and screams as Dave approaches the mic. He's dressed in all 
black-jeans, and button down shirt, his hair looking fiery orange in the stage lights. Two black beady eyes scan 


the area before him. 


He snarls his lip at me while he sings "Blackmail the Universe". | saw that look in his eyes. He fucking hates me 


now. Why did | have to do this? Why did | fuck everything up? 

Despite feeling like a jittering bobble head, | make certain | don't miss a note. It's difficult given the fact that 
my body is surging with adrenalin.and other things. | swear to god my heart is working double time like fucking 
Drover's double bass fills. I'm having a hard time keeping this headache out of my thoughts. The ear plugs do 
NOT have me buckled up for safety. My brain really might explode any minute now. 

| run up to the microphone and tilt my chin up in the air. 


"Cold wars are heating up again" 


| lean back to look at Dave as he heads into the tag. 


At the end, he tilts his face to me. "Bang---bang!" 


Shit, yes, | know he wants to shoot me. I'm surprised he didn't when he saw the shit on my nose. I'm so 


fucking stupid. | should have never done this..but | had to... 


It's bittersweet, knowing this is the last time I'll be on stage with him. God | love him. He doesn't even know 
how much..how hard this was for me..to do this to him..to betray him. Part of me wants to tell him why, but 


| know he's better off not knowing. He's better off believing I'm strung out on coke. 


| step up to my mic and see the set list taped on the floor in front of me. He even had "Cemetery Gates" 


removed from the set list. He won't even let me sing beside him..not even to honor his fallen friend. 


As we slide into “Tears in a Vial", one line sticks to me. The one about walking away from something you love 


for what you love even more. He won't know. He'll never know the reason why. 


As the four of us stand together for our bows, he works it so Shawn is in between me and him. He won't 


even hold my hand to take our final bow. He hates me that much. 

| feel a towel slip over my shoulder as | walk through the hall to the green room. People's faces are squares 
of muted colors as | walk past them. | don't hear anyone speaking; its just noise and fleeting touches as people 
pat me on the back As soon as the door shuts behind us, Dave swirls around, scowling, pointing his finger 
everywhere. 

"You guys get out. Go take your showers. | need to speak to Bob alone.” 

He still doesn't look at me as he grabs an Evian off the refreshment table and starts chugging it down. | hear 
the click of the door falling shut behind me and Rick edges around my side. He's holding what looks like a little 
glass bottle in his hand. It's the one | had Hank put in with my gear. Dave points at him. 

"Is that what you found?" 

Still looking at me, Rick tosses the vial to Dave. He catches it and looks it over. 


"You brought this filth on my bus?" 


| try to think of what | would say if it were true. | blink back tears. The shit is now hitting the fan. "Where did 
you find that?" 


Rick leans against the wall, his arms crossed over his chest. "Your bag." 


l'm trembling. | try to take a deep breath, but the look of pure disgust on Dave's face as he shakes up the 


white powdered contents sucks all the air out of me. 


"j" 
"Don't even try to lie to me, Bob. | know you well enough to know when you're lying." 


Does he? I'm not lying now..whatever | say from here on out will not be a lie. Nothing will be manufactured. It 


will all be real. 
"But apparently, that's all | know about you: 

A tear rolls down my cheek My voice cracks. "I'm sorry, Dave 

His eyes dart to Rick "Get out. | wanna talk to her alone. 

There's the sound of foot steps and then the door falling shut again He slams the vial down on the 
refreshment table and edges up to me. | can't look him in the eye. So | look down at my badly unmanicured 
hands. 

"Why, Bob?" | hear him swallow. "Tell me why." 

| lift my eyes as another tear rolls out. *! was so tired... 

"There are other ways~" 


"Not that work as fast and as effectively as that" 


"Fuck, Bob!!" he yells, spinning away from me. "Drugs?!! After all I've been through in my life, you'd be so 
stupid? You care that little for me?" 


‘| care that much for you...” 
"To bring drugs on my bus?! What the fuck are you talking about?" 


He grabs his bottled water and hurls it across the room. l'm splashed with some of its contents as it hits the 


wall beside me. | wipe a spray of water off my forehead 
"| have just lost every fucking ounce of respect | ever had for you..right at this very moment-sppfftt--gonel" 
Another tear rolls down my cheek 'I thought. thought... 

"You thought what? That | wouldn't care? That fucking you was so great Id put up with anything? You're such 


a stupid bitch! Get out! Get out of here before | lose my temper and do something to you that will put me in 
jail!" 


| look at his face now. I've never, ever seen him this angry. His cheeks are splotched with red, his hands 


tightened into fists. He's gritting his teeth. My eyes try so hard to wordlessly explain. If he could only see it... 
"Get outl!" 


Slowly, | move towards the door. | want too badly to stay..that's why | had to do this..why | have to leave... | 
put my hand on the knob. He lets out a scoff behind me. 


"And to think | thought | loved you." 

That's when | roll my head and shoulders into my chest and let out a painful sob. 

Loved me. 

"| don't want to listen to your fucking crying!! Get out!" 

| fling open the door and speed my way down the hall. Zoom-zoom-faces and things fly past in my peripheral 
vision. The only thing | focus on is the back door. Green neon. Exit. | slam my fists against it causing it to swing 
out and bang the wall outside. It's fucking cold out here. 

Bob has left the building. 

| try to breathe but all the chemicals rushing through my body are making my insides contract. My stomach 
feels like a shriveled raisin. | bend over and immediately barf up the sport drink | chugged on stage. It's not 
just Gatorade, | see curdled milk. Fuck, what is my problem? Why am | staring at my vomit? l'm just gone..l've 
lost it. 


"Bobby?" 


| turn my head to the side. Through my tears | see a figure that looks like Hank | rush into his arms and 


collapse. 


"You're okay, girl. You did the right thing. It's all over now.’ 


When we get to the hotel, | learn, via Rick, that Mustaine was gracious enough to pay extra so | could have 
my own room for my last night. Of course, the reason he said was that Dave would rather have his balls 

eaten by Hannibal Lector than be in the same room with me. That figures. It would be a little uncomfortable 
sleeping in the same room with him after the events of the past two days. But at least | can sit and cry in 


private. 


My cell phone rings constantly, Jason, Nick, Jason..Nick..Nick.. | don't want to answer it. After the first ten calls 


| just turn it off. | can't explain what just happened. It's not anything Jay or Nick need to know anyway. I'll tell 
them when l'm ready. 


The next morning, | start to wish I'd really done coke. | feel horrible. I'm sick to my stomach. l'm shaking. | 
haven't slept at all. My eyes are puffed up so much | look like | went ten rounds with Mike Tyson. | even scare 
Hank when he comes to fetch me to take me to the airport. 

"Holy mother of god," he grumbles, running his fingers over the edges of his mustache. 

"Yeah, you're funny, Hank" 

He takes my duffle and leads me down the hall to the elevators. Along the way we run into Glen, and trailing 
behind him is some tallish dude with blue and red tats all over his arms and neck. Fuzzy brown hair hugs his 


head and falls to his shoulders. Two blue eyes follow me as | go past. 


| know who he is. He's my replacement. | recognize him from the band Iced Earth. The bassist. James Mc- 


something or other-Mec Dougall-Mc Nugget, | don't know. 

"See you around, Bob." 

| look at Glen and he edges up reluctantly to hug me. 

‘I'm sorry about that thing | did..you know..to your groin 

He chuckles a bit as he pulls away from me. "Don't worry about it" 

| guess | should probably say goodbye to his brother too. "Where's Shawn?" 
Glen squints looking over his shoulder, then back at me. "He's in there." 

| start towards his room. 

"-but Dave's with him." 


Oh, that's right. | can't talk to Dave anymore. "Well, tell him | said good-bye. Tell him the hole has left the 
building." 


Glen smirks and the new guy covers his mouth to quiet a chuckle. | swing my hand up and knock his arm. 
"Good luck" | smile weakly. "Watch out for flying underwear." 


He nods. 


"Watch out for Shawn and his pickle." 

He frowns and looks at Glen, who only smiles sheepishly at me in return 

"Hasta." 

| take a deep breath and walk into the elevator. Glen waves at me as the doors come together and shut. 

When Hank and | get downstairs, | notice Rick standing in the lobby, a cell phone stuck to his ear. His eyes meet 
mine and he starts walking my way. 

"Yeah, okay," he says and then clicks his phone off. "Well..." 

| look at Hank, who's already unwrapping a toothpick to stick in his mouth. Rick shifts his eyes around the room 


as he pulls an envelope out of his jacket pocket and hands it to me. | look at it for a minute. Bobby Lynn Ellison 
| open it. There's my name again.and Dave's..and a dollar sign 


"A check." 

"Yog" 

| stare at it closely and then look up at Rick. "This isn't what we agreed to when | signed the contract: 
"So you actually read it then, huh?" 

"Well..about the money, | did. This amount is wrong." 

"Yes, but considering the circumstances... 


My eyebrows pinch. "Rick.its..." | hear the elevator doors open behind me, so | step out of the way of the 
traffic. "It's way too much." 


Hank, standing next to me, coughs and nudges my elbow. Fuck, why is he bothering me now? This is important. 


My face snaps to him. 
"What?" 
He tilts his head, motioning behind me. Is that Tide | smell? | turn around. 


"Hi, Bob." 


He stares at me, biting his bottom lip, light glinting in two, perfect, dark circular irises. | can hear his knuckles 


snap as he squeezes his fist in his hand. 
"Dave." 


| look at the floor..his black Asics wrestling shoes..my scuffed-toe Doc Martens. His hand comes into my line 
of vision and touches mine. 


"Do you guys mind leaving us alone for a minute?" 

My face turns back at Hank, who raises his eyebrow. Rick just nods and walks away. There's a tug on my arm 
from Dave pulling me over towards the other wall. When we stop, | keep my head down. | can't look at him. He's 
too beautiful for my eyes. My heart will break. 

"Bob, look at me." 

| shake my head and a tear falls right out of my eye to the floor. 


"Jesus, Bob..." 


His hand rises off my arm and gently pulls my chin up. There's a slight smile playing on his lip. It makes his top 
lip thin out, and his bottom lip look full. There's a glint of moisture there and | want so much to kiss it. 


"You're so sweet." 

My chest tightens and | start huffing. “Im sorry, Dave. | hate disappointing you." 
His smile tightens into a pursing of his lips. His eyes scan the area around us. 
"What you did..it was..it was sweet of you." 

| choke, trying to wipe my tears away. "What? What are you talking about?" 
"The powder..sugor...” 

Oh my god. He knows. He figured it out. 

"Why, Bob? You couldn't just tell me you wanted to quit?" 

My lip quivers. "Would you have let me?" 


He pokes his tongue in between his bottom lip and teeth. Then he shakes his head. "No, probably not" His hand 


slips under my hair and cups my neck. "But you'd rather me hate you?" 


"No, but | needed you to." 

"Why?" 

| gulp and more tears spill out my eyes. "So | wouldn't change my mind and stay..so | couldn't come back." 
"So you lied to me instead, tried to pass off sugar as coke." 

"Well, it wasn't really sugar. | couldn't find powdered sugar anywhere. | had to use Sweet'n'Low." 


He chuckles a bit and looks down. "So this is what you were doing all day yesterday? Cooking up this scheme to 


fool me?" 


"Actually, | sat in the Starbuck's down the street for something like five hours...drinking seventy bucks worth 


of mocha-lattés..surfing the net." 
"Oh yeah?" 


| nod, feeling the warmth of a smile on my lips. "Yeah. You know..somewhere in cyber space, you're having a 


really hot homosexual love affair with David Ellefson" 

He frowns, pulling his head back on his neck. "What?" 

"And James Hetfield..you're screwing him also..and Jason..and Lars..| think even Kirk Hammett too." 
His nose wrinkles up. "Fuck Bob, don't read that stupid fan fiction shit." 

"Well, | kept hoping I'd find a story about you and me..." 

He laughs, shaking his head. 

| mean, they do let you fuck women every now and then 


He brushes his hand over his face, peering at me over the top of his fingers. "Someone should write a story 


where you and | can be together" 

| look back down at our shoes. They're pointing toe to toe. "Yeah, that would be nice, wouldn't it?" 

He lifts the back of his hand up to wipe a lingering tear off my face. "Maybe someday... 

| notice Hank over Dave's shoulder in the distance. He's tapping at his watch. My eyes drop back to the 


envelope in my hand. | wish | could make time stop right now. It's like | can feel all the Daveness shining down 


on me like a warm beam of sunshine. 


This is why | had to leave..to keep myself in his heart. | can be a pleasant memory to him, not someone who 
stayed too long and wore out their welcome..because that's what happens to anyone who gets too close to 


Dave. | can be happy knowing that his feelings for me won't change..and by leaving..my feelings for him won't 


either. 

"I gotta go now," | whisper, folding a corner on the frayed envelope tab. 

| hear him swallow. "I know." 

My eyes travel back up his chest, to the copper threads of hair lying in curls on his shoulders, to that thick, 
pouty lip, to those two piercing mahogany eyes. And this time, his eyes are talking back to me..they're saying 
everything I've ever wanted to hear. 

As | start to walk away, | quickly blurt out, "I'll always love you, Dave." 

He wraps his hand in the crook of my elbow and drags me back to him. His other hand grabs my neck and his 
lips smash mine, exploding into a softening, deep kiss. As he eases back, his eyes slowly open, and then he says, 
just above a whisper, "I love you too." 


| smile, turn to Hank, and walk away. 


~Fin~ 


